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It is spring-time in Rome, and one of the first 
hot days. In the veiled light of his stvdio 
Claud Huittley is painting Lady Eoe- 
dale's picture. He likes to talk as he 
works. 

Claud. 
Then why did you offer to sit to me ? 

Lady Boedale. 

Why ? Why ? It's too hot to giye reasons. 
Perhaps because your studio is the coolest place 
in Borne. Or shall I merely say that I sit to you 
because I choose ? 

Claud. 

That's better. You always did what you 
chose. And now you are free. You delight in 
your liberty. 
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Lady Eoedale. 

" Delight " is a strong word. It is suggestiye 
of violent emotion. I detest violence. 

Claud. 
You say with Hamlet, ** Man delights me not." 

Lady Eoedale. 

I say nothing with Hamlet. Heaven defend 
me from such presumption 1 and besides, Hamlet 
was a bore, and thought too much of himself. 

Claud. 

Heaven defend you from presumption ! But 
any way you agree. You don't like man, and 
you do like liberty ? 

Lady Eoedale, 

I prefer liberty of the two. A widow can do 
what she pleases, and — and this is far better, she 
need not do anything which bores her. 

Claud. 

Ah, there you are wrong. Your liberty is a 
sham. You are bound by a thousand silk threads 
of society. Your conduct is modified by the 
criticism of a dozen tea-tables. Trippet takes 
your cup, and sees that your eyes are red. By 
the way, they are red — 
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Lady Eoedale. 

Thank you. If I am looking frightful, we 
had better postpone the sitting. 

Claud. 

Your eyes are red : off runs Trippet with the 
news. Lady Roedale has been crying. Why? 
Why! of course because the Marchese has left 
Borne — says Trippet. 

Lady Eoedale. 

Does he ? Trippet is odious, and so is the 
Marchese, a Narcissus stuffed and dyed, who has 
been in love with himself for seventy years. 
You are all insufferable, all you men. 

Claud. 
I beg your pardon. 

Lady Eoedale. 

Oh, don't. If you were not so delightfully 
rude, I should go to sleep. I used to have a snap- 
pish little dog, such a dear ! that barked when I 
dozed. He was very good for me — ^but he died. 

Claud. 

And when I die, I should recommend a par- 
rot. 
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Claud. 
How can you bear to talk of that ? 

Lady Boedalb. 

I don't know. {She yawns and stretches oi 
her arms lazily.) I am free now. 

Claud. 
Are you so in lore with freedom ? 

Lady Eoedale. 

In love! I don't like the expression. '*! 
love " is a vile phrase. 

Claud. 

And you think yourself free. Did not I t< 

you that you can't move hand or foot witho 

being talked about ; that you can't buy a bonr 

without being married to some fool ; that y 

can't pass a club window without setting flippa 

tongues wagging, nor stay at home without U 

drinking dowagers finding the reason ? Didn't 

tell you — 

Lady Eoedale. 

Yes, you did. 

Claud. 

I wish I had the right to stop their tongues. 

Lady Eoedale. 
You are a very old friend. 
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Claud. 
That's not enongh. 

Lady Eobdalb. 

How hot it is ! 

Claud. 

Very. Will you be so kind as to turn your 
head a little more to the left ? 

Lady Eoedale. 

Oh dear, how cross you are ! and you ought 

to be so happy. You are not like me . You have 

something to do. You can stand all day and 

smudge on color. 

Claud. 

A nice occupation — smudging on color. 

Lady Eoedale. 

One can't select one's words in hot weather. 
I wish I could smudge. 

Claud. 
You can sit for pictures. 

Lady Eoedale. 

A fine occupation ! To be perched on a plat- 
fonn vith a stiff neck, and a cross painter, a 
Heine without poetry. I believe that you arc 
only painting my gown. I shall stay at home to- 
morrow, and send my gown. 



/ 



14 UTILE COMEDIES. 

Claud. 

Your gown will be less cmel. (He puts down 

Ms painting tools.) Why do you play with mc 

like this ? 

Lady Eoedale. 

Play ? I was not aware I was doing anything 
so amusing. 

Claud. 

It must end some day. 

Lady Roedalb. 
Everything ends — even the hot weather. 

Claud. 
Clara ! 

Lady Roedale. 

Now, please, don't quarrel. We have always 
been good friends, you and I. 

Claud. 
Friends ! Yes. 

Lady Roedale. 
Do let well alone. 

Claud. 

Very well. As you please. The head a little 
more up. Thanks, (ffe takes up his painting 
tools.) You don't look well. 
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Lady Boedale. 
I am sorry that I look ugly. 

Claud. 

You don't look ugly. How irritating you 
ore ! 

Lady Koedale. 
I am sorry that 1 am so disagreeable. 

Claud. 

Oh! I shall spoil this picture. Perhaps it 
will be more like the original. 

Lady Roedale. 

Spoiled ! Oh, Claud, I do wish you wouldn't 
be fuuny till the weather is cooler. It's almost 
v^ilgar. Besides, I am not spoiled, not in the 
least. I am generally slighted. No woman was 
ever so neglected. I am not fast enough to be a 
success. But to be fast in this heat 1 Oh, dear 
^e I it's tiresome enough to be slow. 

Claud. 

I am glad that you are no faster — not that it 
18 any business of mine, as you were about to say. 
The chin a little more up. Thank you. 
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Lady Roedale. 

How kind of you to talk for me ! It sayc 
so much trouble. Go on ; say what else '. 
about to say. You amuse jne. 

Claud. 

I am glad to do what I can for you. ] 
talk for you, walk for you, fetch and can 
you, liye for you, die for you, and so— 

Lady Roedale. 
Mocker ! Heine ! 

Claud. 

*^ Without the poetry ! " As you please, 
it as mockery. 

Lady Eoedale. 

All romance is mockery. Bomance is as i 
out of date as good manners. 

Claud. 
Was I rude again ? I beg your pardon. 

Lady Roedale. 

Only fashionably unciyil. It's quite the t 
The best men talk of women as if they 
horses. 
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Claud. 

And women treat men as if they were don- 
keys. 

Lady Eoedals. 

Oh, dear me, how quick you are ! I wish I 
vas quick, and modem, and jolly. I wish I was 
a jolly good fellow, with the last clown-gag : 
"You'll get yourself disliked, my boy" ; *^ How 
ah yah. Sportsman ? ** How popular I should 
l)e! But I can't do it naturally. I am not to 
the manner born. I am bourgeoise, ' Good heav- 
ens I perhaps I am genteel. 

Claud. 

I thought I was to do your talking for you. 
As if any woman could be silent for ten minutes ! 

Lady Roedale. 

Do you think I wish to talk ? I am not equal 
^ the exertion. Time me, then. I won't speak 
* Word for ten — ^no, for five minutes. 

Claud. 
Keep your head up, please. Thank you. 

Lady Roedale. 

** How are you to-morrow?" I never could 
^ the humor of that. 
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Claud, 

Just half a minnte. 

Lady Roedalb. 

Don't be ridiculous. Ah me I I shall never 

be a success. 

Claud. 

A success 1 What do you want ? to be stared 
at by every booby at the opera — ^to have a dozen 
fools smiling and looking conscious when your 
name is mentioned — ^to hear your sayings repeat- 
ed, and lies told about you, and your gowns de- 
scribed, and your movements chronicled ? 

Lady Roedalb. 

It is my dream. 

Claud. 

All women are alike — all women, except on,^^ 

perhaps. 

Lady Roedale. 

'' Except one ! " Who ? who ? Oh, Clau^ 

do tell me ! 

Claud. 

That's better. Now you look awake. Ke^H 
that expression. Ah ! now you've lost it again. 

Lady Roedale. 

You horrid man, tell me at once ! Who is it ? 
Oh, Claud, do tell me, please 1 
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Claud. 
nothing. I spoke without thinking. 

Lady Boedale. 

n you meant what you said. I don't care 
igs which men say after thinking. Then 
ceiye us, poor simple women that we are 1 

Claud. 

pie 1 There was never a simple woman 
ve. The best women manage us for our 
;he worst for our ill. The ends are dif- 
but the means the same. 

Lady, Roedale. 

the one woman — ^the exceptional woman 
aragon — ^was she not simple ? 

Claud. 

my soul, I think so. She was not bent on 
—success in society. Yes, she was simple. 

Lady Roedale. 
3 bread and butter. 

Claud. 

she was clever, too. The innocence of a 
id the wit of a woman, with a sweet, whole- 
amor — not a compound of sham epigram 
le repartee. 
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Lady Soedale. 

I know, I know. A man's woman ! a ma 
woman ! With a pet lamb frisking before h 
and an adoring mastiff at her heels; childl 
gayety in her step and frolic fun ; a gown of cr 
white muslin ; an innocent sash ; the hair pla 
quite plain ; and the nose a little reddened 
cold water. Oh, how I should like to see her 

Claud. 

You are not likely to be gratified. She 
buried, as you would say, in the country. 

Lady Eoedale. 
Do the Tyrrels never leaye Limeshire ? 

Claud. 

The Tyrrels! How do you know? "W 
should you think I was talking of them ? Hi 
they a daughter ? 

Lady Roedalb. 

Haye they a daughter ! When men try dij 
macy, how they overdo it ! Have they a dau 
ter ! Claud, Claud, how strange that you she 
not know that the Tyrrels have a daughter, w] 
you spent a whole summer at the Tyrrels' ph 
from the very beginning of May to the very < 
of September, and the girl was at home dur 
the whole of your visit ! 
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Claud. 
How do you know that ? 

Lady Roedalb. 

Do you think that there is one of your numer- 
ous lady friends who does not know the history 
>f all your love affairs ? 

Claud. 

Perhaps you will favor me with this history. 
It will probably be entirely new to me. 

Lady Roedale. 

I will try. But it is hard to remember in this 
lot weather. Now, attend. The scene is laid 
at Lmdenhurst, an ancient house in Limeshire. 
There dwell the liying representatives of the 
Samly of Tyrrel, older than the house; and 
; thither came in early spring a painter bent on 
I sketching — a sort of Lord of Burleigh — aHeinrich 
Heine — a man not too young, a — ^who was the 
DUHi who had seen many cities and things ? 

Claud. 
Odysseus. Ulysses. 

Lady Roedale. 

And who was the girl who played ball ? The 
inginue t 
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Claud. 
That Nausicaa should be called an ingenue! 

Lady Eoedale. 

Ulysses^ who had been in many societies and 

seen all sorts of people, was rather tired of it all, 

and growing a little snappish and cross. So he 

sketched because he had nothing better to do, 

and he looked at Kausicaa for the same reason : 

and so, by degrees, he found himself soothed and 

refreshed by the girl's artlessness, or apparent art- 

lessness. 

Claud. 

Apparent ! 

Lady Eoedale. 

She was such a contrast to the weary women 
of the world. She was so ingenuous, oh, so in- 
genuous ! When he went to sketch, she went 
with him, as a matter of course ; and she showed 
him her favorite bits ; and he made a thousand 
pretty pictures of cows and pigs and dandelions, 
and, above all, of the old orchard, full of apple- 
trees. He developed a passion for painting apple- 
trees in every stage, from blossom to fruit. And 
the country seemed very countrified, and the 
green refreshingly green, and the cows nice and 
milky, and the pigs unconventional, and the dan- 
delions a great deal finer than camellias, and 
everything lazy and industrious and delightfuL 
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Jid so the jaded man was very much pleased by 
le novelty. 

Claud. 

A very pretty story. Pray go on. Your ex- 
ression is almost animated^ and this picture is 
Dnung a little better. 

Lady Boedale. 
Then came the reaction. 

Claud. 

That's not so lively. There ! Now you have 
itered your face entirely. 

Lady Roedalb. 

The novelty ceased to be a novelty. Old Tyr- 
rel grew grumpy. Mamma had always thought 
the child might do better if she had a season in 
Ix)iidon. And then my lord Ulysses got disgust- 
ed, and the curtain fell — and so the idyl ended. 
There, I have told you how the country miss set 
l^r rustic cap at the man of the world, and set it 
iiiYain. 

Claud. 

She was utterly incapable of setting her cap 
at anybody. 

Lady Roedale. 

Who ? Miss Lottie— Tottie— Nelly— MiUy— 
What's her name ? 
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Claud. 
Betty. Miss TyrreL 

Lady Eoedale. 

Then I have succeeded in recalling her to your 
mind ? The Tyrrels have a daughter. 

Claud. 
Go on, if it amuses you. 

Lady Eoedale. 

It does amuse me a little. Now it is for you 
to take up the story. Why did you go away, and 
leave this Arcadia and Miss Nausicaa P 

Claud. 

Because I was afraid of loving her. That is 
the truth, since you will know it. And now let 
us drop it. It is as much a thing of the past as 
the Pyramids. I want to talk of the present — of 
you, Clara, if I may 

Lady Eoedale. 

Things of the past are so seldom past. The 
Pyramids are about still. I must know why you 
were afraid of loving this girl. 

Claud. 
What is the use of talking about that ? 
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Lady Eoedale. 

It's as bad as suppressing the third volume of 
me's novel. If you don't tell me, I shall go away. 

Claud. 

Why should I mind telling you ? It's a tale 
►f the dark ages long ago. Keep your head a lit- 
le more to the left. 

Lady Roedale. 
But I want to look at you. 

Claud. 

Deny yourself that pleasure, if you can. 
nianks. 

Lady Roedale. 

Well ? Go on, do. 

Claud. 

A nice fellow I was to win the love of a young 
^rl. 

Lady Roedale. 

Why ? You are not worse than most men. 

Claud. 

Will you kindly keep your head turned to the 
eft? Thanks. There was a girl with all the 
vorld about her sweet and bright and young, and 
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a woman's life before her with promise of all gooi 
There was I^ a man who had ontliyed my illosioiiB 
— who had found the world dusty, chokingly 
dusty. The apples were dust in my mouth. I 
had tried most things, and failed in most things. 
My art was of less importance than my dinner. 
I could still dine, though I didn't eat fruit in the 
evening. Bah ! The apples turned to dust be- 
tween my teeth. Why should I link a young 
creature, fresh as a June rose, to a dry stick ? 

Lady Eoedalk 
They train roses so sometimes. 

Claud. 

Misleading metaphor 1 I, came away. It's 
all over, all well over, long ago. Why you insist 
on raking up this foolish matter, I can't imagine. 
Yes, I can. It is to turn the conversation. You 
know quite well what I wish to say to you, what 
I have made up my mind to say to you. We have 
known each other for a long time, Clara : we haye 
always been friends : we have both outlived some 
illusions : I think we should get on well together. 
Clara, consult your own happiness and mine. 
What do you think ? 

Lady Roedalb. 
May I look round now ? 
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Claud. 
Do be serious. Don't be provoking. 

Lady Eoedale. 

And you think that two dry sticks supporting 
each other is a more engaging spectacle than a 
rose trained on a prop ? 

Claud. 
Enough of tropes. I deserve a plain answer. 

Lady Boedale. 

Don't people strike sparks by rubbing two 
sticks together ? 

Claud. 

What are you talking about ? • 

Lady Eoedale. 

How the sparks would fly 1 I suppose that I 
ought to be very grateful, Claud. I am not quite 
sure. It's not a magnificent offer. A banquet of 
lost illusions and Dead Sea fruit. What a pleas- 
ant household 1 " This is my husband, a gentle- 
man who has outlived his illusions."^ — ** Permit 
me to present you to my wife, a lady who has 
everything but a heart." Will you have an ap- 
ple ? We import them ourselves fresh from the 
Dead Sea. IVesh I 
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Claud. 

I wonder you don't find the weather too ho^ 
for comedy. 

Lady Eoedalb. 

Do you call that comedy ? It seems to m 
dreary enough. 

Claud. 
The thought of joinmg your lot to mine ? 

Lady Roedale. 

My lot ! I never was dignified by such a pos- 
session. I go on by chance, and so do you. We 
have run along very pleasantly side by side. 
Hadn't we better leave it like that ? If we were 
linked together, like two shaky vans in a goods 
train, which of us would go in front ? 

Claud. 

You've the most provoking passion for met- 
aphor. 

Lady Roedale. 

And you are sure that you have quite got over 
your admiration for Miss Tyrrel ? 

Claud. 

Don't talk of that. I tell you it is as much 
over as youth. I shall never see her again. 
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Lady Roedalb. 
You think not ? 

Claud. 

I am sure. The Tyrrels never leave Linden- 
burst. 

Lady Eoedale. 

What should you say if I told you that they 
were in Rome — ^let us say at the hotel opposite ? 

Claud. 

I should say that you were romancing. If I 
believed you, I should leave Rome to-day. 

Lady Roedale. 

Then don't believe me. Couldn't you get me 
some ice ? 

Claud. 

I am afraid that my man is out. 

Lady Roedale. 

You said that you would fetch and carry for 
me. 

Claud. 

Oh, you want to be rid of me ! Very well, 
I'll go. I don't mind appearances. 
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Lady Boedale. 
Why should you ? Don't be long. 

Claud. 
You mean it ? Oh, very well, Pll go. 

Lady Boedale. 
Au revoirl 

{Hereupon Claud goes out, and leaves Lady Boe- 
dale alone.) 

Lady Boedale. 

She is in Borne, nevertheless, Mr. Claud, this 
Miss Betty of the apple orchard. Shall I tell 
him, or shall I not ? I am so sleepy that I can't 
decide on anything. Do I want to marry Claud 
Huntley ? Ugh ! I don't know. I am too 
sleepy to think. How tiresome men are ! Why 
won't they stay good friends, instead of turning 
into bad lovers ? The age of lovers is past. Love 
is impossible in so enlightened a generation. I 
am bored, and he is bored. We shall be twice as 
bored together. That's mathematics, or logic, or 
something. N"ow I dare say that Claud thinks I 
have sent him away that I may consider his pro- 
posal. As if it wasn't much too hot to consider 
anything ! It would be easier to take him than 
to think about it. Dear old Claud I I am sure 
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he pictures me at this moment striding np and 
down, twisting my handkerchief like the woman 
in the play, and muttering, " Oh Olaud, Claud, 
why distract me thus ? Oh cruel man, will you 
not leave me at peace ? " Shall I say Yes or N"o ? 
What would he say if he met Miss Betty ? What 
would she say? I am very sleepy — very, very 
sleepy. He pictures me in an awful state of ex- 
citement and agitation. What must be, must. 
Apples turn to dust — cottage and crust. I'll let 
things drift. It doesn't matter much, not much. 
Oh Claud I oh cruel man I oh sleep I I'll take a 
nap just to spite him. 

{So she falls asleep, screened from the eyes of 
Miss Betty Tybbel, who presently comes 
in, stepping lightly and quickly.) 

Betty. 

I saw him go out. He's sure not to come 
back yet. I am so frightened, and it is such fun! 
What's the good of being in Rome, if you don't do 
as the Bomans do ? He must have gone for his 
daily walk. He can't be back yet. And if he 
does come, why should I care ? I sha'n't be fright- 
ened. He always said I was very cool. If he 
comes in, I shall drop him a courtesy, and say, 
'* How do you do, Mr Huntley ? I said I would 
look in on' you some day, and here I am." And 
he will make me a bow, and — but probably he 
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won't know me. He'll take me for a tourist lady 
visiting his studio^ and wanting to buy pictoies ; 
and I shall say, " Yes, thank you, very nice ; put 
up that, and that ; and would you be so kind as 
to send them down to my carriage ? — yes, and the 
little one in the comer too, please/' Why, what 
is it ? Yes, it is, it is the old orchard, our orchard, 
our orchard in May, with all the bright new blos- 
soms, as it was when he— He used to say that it 
was like the foam of the sea at sunrise. I don't 
think he ever saw the sun rise. He was awfully 
lazy. How good of him to keep this near him — 
the orchard, and a little comer of the dear old 
house ! Oh blossoms, blossoms, you are there now 
at home, and I wish I was there too, and had 
never come out and grown wise and old in this 
horrid world ! It was there that I saw him first, 
just there. He was following papa through the 
little gate with the broken hinge, and he bent his 
head under the blossoms. He looked so tall and 
so tired. And yet he hadn't been doing anything. 
Men are very strange. The less they do, the more 
tired they are. Why, here's another picture of 
the orchard. How funny ! It must be autumn, 
for the apples are all ripe. But who is the young 
man in the funny cap ? And who are the three 
ladies ? And why does he sit, when they are 
standing ? I can't make it out. Do they want 
the apple ? If you please, sir, give it to the lady 
with the shield and spear. That other one is not 
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lice, not nice, I am sure. I don't care much for 
3iat picture. Are there any more apple pictures ? 
Nfo ; no. Yes^ here's another. Adam and Eve, I 
t^nk. Tes, here is one great glittering coil of the 
serpent. I don't like Eve. What a languid, fine- 
lady Eve ! Who's face is this ? How handsome. 
Sjid this ? And this one on the easel ? Every- 
where the same face, handsome, lazy, indifferent. 
S"©, no, no, he never would be happy with her. 
[t's Eve's face. Wicked woman ! Wicked wo- 
nan I 

Lady Boedale, waking. 

Did you call me? Ah, what a sweet air! 
uhe day is changed. 

Betty. 
Oh, I beg your pardon. 

Lady Boedale, drowsily. 
Are you real, or a dream ? 

Betty. 

I am real. N"o ; I had better say that I am 
dream and melt away. 

Lady Boedale. 

I was just dreaming of you. Miss Tyrrel. 
3 
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Ladt Boedale. 

It's very pretty and nnconyentional, 
Somebody said that yon were so simple 
didn't know what was conyentional a 
wasn't. 

Betty. 

Oh, Lady Soedale, you know — ^you k 
women are not like that. 

Lady Boedale. 

Yes, I know. 

Betty. 

But I didn't think ; I didn't stop to 
I shouldn't have come. We are living j\ 
site, and I saw him go out, and all of a 
thought what fun it would be to see h 
when he was away, and tl\at I could n 
and he would never know. But if I '. 
known that you were here, I would h 
sooner than come. 

Lady Eoedale. 
It is better to live. 

Betty. 

But you won't tell him ? Promise 
you won't tell him. If you will only pro 
I will never come back, I will never see h 
—never, never. 
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Lady Boedale. 

DonH be rash, my dear. Yon are safe now. 
Ton have run into the arms of a chaperon, a 
•uenna, a Gorgon. Bat, if Mr. Huntley is an old 
riend of yours, why didn't your father and mother 
ome to see him, too ? 

Betty. 

Because they are hurt. He went away so sud- 
.enly from home, and he never wrote, and they 
iked him so much, and they thought it unkind ; 
xxt I know he never meant to be unkind, for he 
''as always kind, and I know that he wouldn't be 
txgry even at my coming here, and — and that's 

Lady Boedale. 
That's why, is it ? 

Betty. 
You don't think that I am very bad ? 

Lady Boedale. 

My dear, you are much too good. I have no 
^te for bread and milk and book muslin ; I don't 
-le men's women ; but I do like you. 

Betty. 

Thank you, thank you. Now I see that he 
^as not flattered you, not a bit. I thought at 
^ that he had. He had his heart in his work 
^hen he did this. 
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Lady Boedale. 

Shall I show you the work in which his heart 

is? 

Betty. 

Yes. 

(Lady Eoedale draws aside a curtain and shows j 
a picture.) 

Betty. 
My picture 1 

Lady Roedalb. 

Yours. 

Betty. 

Oh, let me go ! If he should come and fini 
me here ! Oh, let me go, let me go ! 

Lady Roedale. 
Too late. I hear him on the stairs. 

Betty. 
What shaU I do ? 

Lady Boedale. 

Do as you are bid. Give me your picture, 
quick ! N"ow go behind the curtain, and be still. 

{She draios the curtain carefully. Claud enters^ 
bringing ice.) 
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Claud. 

I bring you ice, and something better. The 
leat is passing ; the day is changed. Ah I the air 
mells wooingly here. See how I fetch and carry 1 
[)oesn^t this convince yon that I — 

Lady Eoedale {studying the picture). 
Yes, it is pretty. 

Claud. 
Where did you get that ? 

Lady Eoedale. 
Don't be angry ; I won't hurt it. 

Claud. 
As you please. It's of no value — now. 

Lady Eoedale. 

It is much better than mine. Indeed, it has 

only one fault. 

Claud. 
Indeed ? 

Lady Eoedale. 
It is awfully flattered. 

Claud. 

How can you know, when you never saw the 
original? 
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Lady Boedale. 
Ah, that is very true. 

Claud. 

Put it down, please. I want to talk to you I 
about — to go back to what we were saying, when— 

1 

Lady Roedale. 
Shall I throw it down here ? 

Claud. 
Take care ! What are you doing ? 

Lady Eoedale. 
I thought you said it was of no value ? 

Claud. 

It isn't. But, then, we are vain, you know, 
we artists ; we don't like to see our work, even 
our bad work, destroyed. 

Lady Eoedale. 
Then I won't destroy it. I'll improve it. 

Claud. 

What are you going to do ? I don't quite 
understand. Let me put it away. 
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Lady Boedale. 

No, don't touch it. I often think of taking 
p painting again. This is evidently unfinished, 
rhy is it unfinished ? 

Claud. 
I was afraid of spoiling it. 

Lady Eoedale. 

Ah, that was when it was of some value ; but 

ow — 

Claud. 
Now it doesn't matter. Let me put it away. 

Lady Boedale. 
I shall finish it myself. 

Claud. 
You! 

Lady Boedale. 

Any valueless old thing will do to practice my 
^Ud on; I am just in the mood. You have 
minted enough this morning. It's my turn. 

Claud. 
But Clara — 
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Lady Boedale. 

Gome, take my pictnre off the easel. Ther 
There she is in my place. A change for the b( 
ter, I think. Stand out of the light. I sh 
make her lovely. 

{As she begins to arrange the colors on the paie 
he gets more and more anxious,) 

Claud. 

Here, try this. This sketch is mnch beti 
to work on. 

Lady Boedale. 

Don't bother. I am bent on improving tl 
young woman. 

Claud. 
That's a very odd color you are getting. 

Lady Boedale. 
What can it matter to you ? 

Claud. 
Clara, what are you at ? Stop ! 

{He snatches the picture from the easel.) 

Lady Boedale. 
And the picture is of no value ? 
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Claud. 
I beg your pardon, Clara. 

Lady Boedalk 
Valueless, but too valuable for me. 

Claud. 
Clara, you won't understand. 

Lady Boedale. 

Oh, yes, I will. A mere sketch, and absurdly 
flattered. 

Claud. 

Flattered ! {He holds the picture in his handsy 
perusing it,) How can you know ? 

Lady Robdale. 
It is much prettier than Miss Tyrrel. 

Claud. 

What do you mean ? Well, yes, I believe, if 
I remember right, that it was taken from Miss 
Tyrrel. 

Lady Boedale. 

And I believe, if I remember right, that it is 
twice as pretty as Miss Tyrrel. 
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Olaud. 
You have never seen her. 

Lady Boedale. 

Indeed, I have. 

Claud. 

Indeed I Where ? 

Lady Boedale. 
Here. 

Claud. 
In Borne? 

Lady Boedale. 
Here. 

Claud. 
Here I What do you mean ? 

Lady Boedale. 
Here, in this room. 

Claud. 

Clara, I dare say that this is extremely 
ing to you. I don't see the joke myself. I 
see why you should rake up this old story. 
I do see* You wish to quarrel, to find an 
for not answering me, when I ask you — 
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Lady Boedale. 
She was here. 

Claud. 
The Tyrrels never leave Lindenhnrst. 

Lady Boedale. 
The Tyrrels are in Borne. 

Claud. 
Is this true ? Don't push this joke too far. 

Lady Boedale. 
It is true. 

Claud. 
Then I must go. 

Lady Boedale. 
'Why? 

Claud. 
Is it true that the Tyrrels are here in Borne ? 

Lady Boedale. 
It is true. 

Claud. 

I must go, then. Oh, don't imagine anything 
extraordinary. It is a simple matter. These 
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people were kind to me, kind with a gen 
hospitality which is rare. I staid and sta 
their house, until I thought that I should : 
go, until I feared that — Well, it came to 
Here were people who, in honesty and good : 
had treated me like a king ; people who — 

Lady Eoedale. 

Don't dilate upon the Tyrrel charactei 
now. 

Claud. 

What was I doing in return for all their 
ness ? I found myself trying to win the L 
their only child, a girl with no knowledge ( 
world, who had seen no men to speak of 
who might take me, even me, for a ver 
fellow. 

Lady Eoedale. 
You were on the way to get what you wi 

Claud. 

I was not a scoundrel. I knew my» 
man who had knocked about the world, a ; 
ing yagabond, and social cynic, not wort 
touch her hand or look into her eyes. 
flown, you think ; but I was not a scoundrel 
I went away. 
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Lady Boedale. 
But now ? 

Claud. 

Now ? Well, now, I don't want to have to 
^^ the thing again. 

Lady Boedale. 

Then it would be hard to see her again and 

go? 

Claud. 
Yes. 

Lady Boedale. 
You loved her ? 

Claud. 
I suppose so ? 

Lady Boedale. 
1 always thought that you were not a bad f el- 

Claud. 

I am not over-good. I don't wish to open an 
old wound. That's not extraordinary virtue, is 
it? 

Lady Boedale. 

And the girl ? What of her ? 
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Claud. 

By this time she has seen scores of men, in all 
respects better than me, confound them ! She? 
Why she — 

Lady Boedale. 

Stop. Don't say too much about Miss Betty 
Tyrrel. Put her picture back, and drop the sul)- 
ject. Put the picture back in its place. 

Claud. 
Very well. I don't want to bore you. 

{So he goes to replace the picture, afi 
draws aside the curtain. There ^ 
Betty Tybbel. Then there is ^ 
lence in the room for a time.) 

Betty. 

Mr. Huntley, I am very sorry. I did no 
mean to listen. 

Claud. 

Betty — Miss Tyrrel — is it you ? 

Betty. 
Oh, forgive me ! I did not mean to listen. 

Claud. 
And it is you, indeed ? 
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Betty. 

But I did not mean it. Oh, you believe that 
I did not hide myself here to listen I 

Claud. 
You! 

Lady Boedale. 

It was my fault. 

Claud. 

What do you mean ? 

Lady Eobdale. 

Do attend to me. Miss Tyrrel is my friend. 
She came to fetch me after my sitting. Finding 
that the studio belonged to you, of all men in the 
^orld, she was frightened ; and I put her there. 

Betty. 

Thank you — oh, thank you ! Mr. Huntley, it 
it 80 good of her to say that. But I must tell 
you. We are living just opposite, papa and 
^amma and I ; and I saw you go out ; and I 
thought you were going away ; and I never 
stopped to think ; and I slipped out by myself ; 
^d I did so want to see the place where you 
forked. I did not stop to think ; that was where 
I Was wrong. And I found her here, and I was 
frightened. 
4 
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Lady Eobdale. 

Yes, as I told you, she was frightened, and 1 
put her in the comer. Good heavens, Claud! 
ain't you going to say something ? Why do you 
stand there like a tragedian or a Maypole I Obj 
you men ! 

Betty. 
Won't you forgive me ? 

Claud. 

Forgive you ! Why ? Can you do any wrong" 
You have heard me say what I never dared to b^K 
in the old days. I am glad that you have heafT*^ 
me. You will think more kindly of me, soic^ 
day, when — May I see you safe across the street 
Will you say all kind things for me to Mr. an^^ 
Mrs. Tyrrel ? 

Lady Roedale. 

Is the man a fool ? 

Betty. 
You are not angry with me, then ? 

Claud. 

Are you not angry with me for having dared 
to love you ? 
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Betty. 

iver was angry with you, not even when you 
vay so suddenly. 

Claxjd. 

*e you sorry? Oh,. take care, take care. 
Don't deceive me or yourself. Were you 
hen I went away ? 

Betty. 
were all sorry, very sorry. 

Claud. 

; you, you ? You came here : would you 
re — ^with me ? Oh, child, is it possible that 
)uld care for me ? 

Betty. 

I* 

Claud. 

had known this I 

Lady Boedale. 

J one but a man would have known it years 
[As she looks at Claud and Betty, she he- 
smile at her own thoughts.) There were 
TO in Paradise, in the first apple orchard, 
you count the serpent ; and that is a r6le 
ich I have neither inclination nor capacity. 

Boedale goes toward the door ; and so 
ends the Comedy.^ 
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FIRE-FLIES. 



CHARACTERS 



Bice. 

BiKO. 



FIRE-FLIES. 



^%e long row of windows is yellow with the fes- 
tive light within, and yields gay music soft- 
ened to the summer night : before the win- 
dows the broad terrace is mysterious under 
the rising moon, and far below dreams the 
old river, and the shadows fade from her. 
Ancient and grim is the city, with her pal- 
aces and prisons. Here on the terrace is a 
young woman, masked and musing: there 
is a young man, musing and mashed. She 

speaks.) 

Bice. 

I am so sorry that I can't feel sad. I parted 
from Bino this morning. I love Bino. Certain- 
ly I love him. We are parted. Parted ! Why 
do I not feel sad ? It is very distressing. The 
night is so beautiful and the dance so gay. For 
no woman in the world but the Vera would I 
dance after a parting from Bino. The Vera sent 
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for me in her old imperious way, and here I am 
Here I am in this cruel, cruel city, left alone, i 
gay attire, and hiding beneath the mask a sad 
sad face. Only it is not sad. Ah me ! Theie i 
too much joy in the air ; the night is too beauta 
f ul ; the music is too sweet : it comes to me liki 
fairy music. The river lingers in the moonlight 
and I linger. Bino mio, my love — ^what i 
very pleasant evening it is ! 

BiNO. 

It is strange that I should be here, I wh( 
should be flying far away. After that partiBj 
from Bice, that sweet parting, how have I th 
heart to linger in this gay scene ? It is ga] 
Where is that little wretch, our adorable hostes 
the Vera ? For no woman else would I linger i 
near the house, wherein I parted this momii 
from the sweetest creature of the world. A 
me ! it is a night of stars ; the ancient river groT 
young in the moonlight ; the air beats with tl 
passion of a thousand mandolines. beautif 
night, I bless thee for the sake of my Bice. Pc 
chance she leans from her window to the fragra 
air of her garden, and whispers my name. Nc 
she lays herself upon her little bed, and veils the 
violet eyes. Sleep little one, sleep while I watc 
A sad and lonely vigil. Ah ! the music ! Bi 
midf to each cup which I shall quaff to-night^ 
will whisper one name, thy name. I will go quj 
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le now. — But who is this ? A lady, masked. 
; it should be the Vera. I dare swear 'tis she. 
know her by a certain imperious trick of the 
bow. I am never wrong in such matters. Will 
le know me ? I think not. Now to go mas- 
uerading. — Fair lady ! 

Bice. 
Gentle cavalier ! 

BiKO. 
What read you in the stars ? 

Bice. 
That day is done, sir. 

Bino. 
But the light of love eternal. 

Bice. 

It may be that the stars are eternal ; it is cer- 
^-in that they are many. 

BiNO. 
And so unlike to love, who is but one. 

Bice. 
^here did you learn to speak so cunningly ? 



58 LITTLE COMEDIES. 

BlKO. 

Here. I was dumb till I saw you. 

BlOK 

By my lady's parrot, 'twere a better coi 
ment to have been stricken dumb by the sigl 

BiNO. 

Alas ! I haye no gift of compliment. 

I can not flatter, no not I, 

Oh no, not I ; 
I am all truth, sweet harmony. 

And love by and by. 

BlOE. 

Save us from song ! And yet, beyond 
tion, you and I were bom in one rhyming ] 
For mark me now. 

I can not flatter, I am too true ; 

Oh, much too true ; 
I like a many, love but few. 

And love not you. 

BiKO. 

Shield me, ye sacred Nine, who were ( 
one a woman ! An improvising lady ! ] 
dumb before genius. 
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BiCB. 

L can no more^ sir. Once in twenty*four hours 
a a poet for five minutes. 

BiKO. 

And I have known more famous bards who 
fire poets but once in ten years. 

BlOE. 

Indeed ? 

BiKO. 

-And that was in their youth. When the 
loairy head was crowned, there was but prose in 
^^ shrunken heart. 

Bice. 
-Aie you a neglected poet ? 

BiKO. 

Whether I am a poet, I know not. I know 
^^^t I am neglected, and chiefly by ladies. 

Bice. 

That is a Tile manner of boasting your suc- 
cesses. 

BlKO. 

Belieye me, no. I speak in sober truth. 
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Bigs. 

Tmth and soberness I And yon boasted 
self a poet. 

BiNO. 

Never. 

Bice. 

Haye you no imagination ? Speak poe 
yon are a poet. 

Bino. 

Yon will scorn me, as yon are a woman, 
stay. I am possessed by the god. Now i 
vine madness works. Yon draw poetry t 
lady, as the moon the tide. Hush ! 

dainty mask, like our Italian night. 
Most beautiful, and hiding all but stars. 

Whose is the face thou hidest from my sigl 
— ^Would I could find some other rhymi 
"wars." 

May wars never come between us I 

Bice. 
My lips were not the first to frame the ^ 

BiKO. 

Thy lips should frame things sweete: 
%ere speech. 
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Bice. 

I know no rhyme more gracious than, Ab 
snrd! 

Blno. 
And I no rhyme less terrible than. Breach I 
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Bice. 

In truth, I fear you are but a camp-singer 

fop war and breach come quickest to your lips 

You are no poet for a lady's chamber, to conjur 

* nap before dressing-time. Rather you shoulc 

Wagger in camp, and be clapped on the shoulde 

ty comrade This and comrade That, with, " J 

^^J^ught of wine, my lad I ^' or, "A rousing song 

^y boy !'' Ah, if you should be less a poet thai 

* B\^arfibuckler ! 

BiNO. 

For it's ho ! wine ho ! 

And giye me a flagon of wine. 
Till here and there I go, — ^what ho ! 
And reeling to and fro, — what ho ! 

Feel all the world is mine. 

Bice. 

A kitchen-wench would cry " Good " to thos 
lines. They are well enough to call a tapster- 
^hat ho ! 
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BiKO. 

lady of the starry eyes^ 
lady of the bitter tongue^ 

Lips should be taught more sweet r 
While you and I are young. 

Bice. 

Are you young ? Many a mask hi 
kles. 

BiKO. 

Not yours, on my life ! Your moi 

old- 

Bice. 

No younger than my face, I give 
word. 

BiNO. 
I belieye you. 

Bice. 

*Tis a marvel if a man believes a wor 
tell men the truth, they believe the 
and so we deceive them very pleasantly 
conscience is saved. 

BiNO. 
By your lips, you are young. 

Bice. 
You wear a mask on your mouth. 
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BiNO. 

■^ay, 'tis but an indifferent mustache. 

Bice. 
-^ most delicate fringe for fibs. 

BiKO. 

I know that you are pretty. Is not that true ? 

Bice. 
It is not true that you know it. I wear a 

Bind. 
I know whose face is under it. 

BiCK 

^o man in the city knows that. 

Bind. 

But we are in fairyland, and I know. 

A flower city, rose of all the earth. 
Most naughty city if all tales be true, 

To one true woman of true race gave birth — 
That truant true and dainty dame is — 

Bice. 
Not I, in faith. There is no truth in poetry 
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even when bad. I am not the Vera. I am but 
that Bice who is known to friendly citizens as 
Bice of the yellow hair. 

Bind. 

Not you. On my life, you are not she. And 
pray, how know you the lady ? 

BiCK 

So we tell men the truth, and they belieye the 
opposite. most exquisite sweet gulls! And j 
you know this little Bice then, who I am not ? 

BiNO. 
A little. 

Bice. 
Is she so sharp of tongue as they say ? 

BiNO. 

Her speech is gentle and her eyes soft. 

Bice. 
So not like my eyes. 

BiNO. 

Your eyes ! Why, they are afire with all ^^ 
mischief of Europe ! They twinkle like t^ 
naughty stars which love to cheat the mariner. 
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BiGE. 

And yet they are the eyes of none other than 
►ice. 

Bind. 
Let me look closer. 

BlOK 

Whose eyes are those that look t 

Bixa 
None know better than you. 

BlOE. 

Whose? 

BiNO. 

Ah, the little imperious one ! I yh^ tell yon, 
am the last man in this assembly who should 
eclare himself to-night, and for that sufficient 
*a8on I will incontinently tell you that I am he. 

Bice. 
Who? 

BiNO. 

He who is more famous for his heels than his 
^^ad ; he who is the sworn comrade and boon 
^mpanion of the duchess's ape, the prince of im- 
provising rhymers, the loose ingredients of a poet, 
5 
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the pudding that never went into the bag, one 
who will eat green figs against any man or mule § Si 
in Italy, the darling of his mother when his h»r 
is dressed, the beloved of all ladies, Imnself moi& 
madman than lover, the one happy idler, aiA 
known to all decorous citizens from the &ther oi- 
the senate to the cook's new dog with the live^ 
patch over his right eye as Bino of the merac^ 
heart. 

Bice. 
No ! on my life you are not he. 

Biiro. 
And so you know this Bino ? 

Bice. 
A little. He left the city to-day. 

BiKO. 

Who bade him stay for this sweet night ^ 
revel ? 

Bice. 

He did not stay, believe me. 

Bino. 

I am he, believe me or not as you will, b^ 

you know it. 
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BiGE. 

Stand in the moonlight. 

Biiro. 

Little princess, how you command me ! You 
w'd me do what I ought not, and therefore do I 
>bej you. 

moon, my lady moon. 

Sweet lady of the night 
Lend me thy light, 
And bid this fairer lady answer soon 
If I am Messer Bino. Now behold ! 
Dian doth kiss me, and the tale is told. 

?e bares his face to the moonlight, and there is 

silence between them.) 

Bice. 
You are not the Bino that I knew. 

Bind. 

The only one of the world, the very paragon 
- philosophers. 

Bice. 

My Bino was a truer man. 

Bind. 

Thy Bino ! And who gave him to thee ? But 
^^ is thine, all thine — ^for an hour or so. 
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Bice. 
Good-by. 

BiKO. 

You must not go till I hare seen thee. 

stars have seen my face. Let them see thi 

learn to love. 

Bice. 
Good-by. 

BiKO. 

And if it must be, well. I will not be 
mannerly to hold a lady here against h 
To our next merry meeting ! 

Bice. 
I leave the place to-morrow. Good-by 

Bind. 

The whole city will follow you, from tl 

of the Council to the cook's dog aforesai 

princes and fat citizens, churches, and ] 

Why, the very bridges will run away w 

river. The city can not be without you, ( 

breathe without breath. To our next 

meeting ! 

Bice. 
Good-by. 

Bind. 

By the town-clerk you have no more 
ihaxi the cuckoo. Good-by ! Cuckoo ! 





FIRE-FLIES. 


6ood-by. 


Bice. 


Cuckoo ! 


Bttto. 
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[As Bio^ passes away into shadoWy one of the Ug 
windows is darkened by a band of revelers, 
who pour forth on to the terrace with laugh- 
ter and riot. As they flit in the moonlight 
with snatches of song, they leave the Vera 
alone in the window. She stands distinct 
against the yellow glare, which touches her 
hair with flame, but the moonshine is uncer- 
tain on her face. Is it she or the tremulous 
light that is laughing f Bino looks at her, 
and sees a witch or a ghost. As he stands 
staring, the masks come laughing once more, 
dancing with arms entwined, and bearing 
onward in their midst Bice, half unwilling. 
As Bino goes quickly to them, they wheel 
away, and leave the lady standing. Once 
again they darken the yellow light of the 
mndow, and when they are gone, the Vera 
is seen there no more.) 

Bino. 
By magic and moonshine, lady, who are you ? 

Bice. 
Am I not the Vera ? 



I 
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Biisro. 
No. 

Bice. 

Alas ! no. I am not gay, nor witty, nor j 

BiKO. 

I can not see, bat I know that you are & 
than she. 

Bice. 

You like me, then ? 

Bind. 

Like ! The word is colder than the breath 
Boreas. There is no such word in my langua^ 
I adore you. 

Bice. 

You will add me to the list ? joy ! Qnic: 
with your tablets. List of fair ladies beloved IM 
Mcsser Bino : 

1. The Vera. 

2. The unknown of the mask. 

3. Bice the biondina. 

BiKO. 
Bice! 

Bice. 

Ay, so they say. But I doubt if she >^ ' ' 
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longh to grace the triumph of so great a con- 
aeror. I have heard that she is cix)oked. 

BiNO. 

It was not true. 

BlOE. 

That her tongue is too sharp. 

BiNO. 

The kindest speech in Europe. 

BiGE. 

That her hair was not always so yellow. 

BiKO. 

The angels wove it of sunbeams. 

BiCB. 

The Graces help us ! He has an attack of 
oetry. And so this little Bice is still on the list, 
tirike out the fair unknown ; and so, once more, 
S-ood-by. 

BiNO. 

I love all ladies. Leaye me not alone. 

Bice. 
A devouring monster ! 
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BlNO. 

Nay^ I am but like Oerberos^ with three 
of lips. 

BlOE. 

A most monstrons similitude. For see 
far you must eyer be from the gates of Parad 

BiKO. 

I am near thee. 

Bice. 
Stand back^ faithless man. 

BiNO. 

I am all faith. 

Bice. 
For all women. 

BiKO. 

But I love in degrees. I pray you, let m< 
your face. 

Bice. 

Swear that I have no rival, and I unmask 

Biiro. 
How can I swear it ? 

Bice. 
With your triple mouth, and in each a dc 
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Dngne. I am jealous of this Bice^ with her hair 
royen of sunbeams^ forsooth. 

BiNO. 

Put back your hood^ and I will praise your 
ocks more prettily. 

BlOE. 

It is said that you are promised to this Bice. 

Biiro. 
And you believe it ? 

Bice. 
It is said that she is beautiful. 

BiKO. 

Ifot beside thee. I pray thee, show thy face. 

Bice. 
That she is very wise. 

BiNO. 
Believe me, no. Unmask. 

BiCB. 

Then she is ill-favored, foolish, and you love 
^^^ not. 
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BiKO. 

Yes, yes. Now let me look on thee. 

BlOE. 

moon, my lady moon, 

Sweet lady of the night. 
Lend me thy light. 
And bid this exquisite gay masker swc 
At sight of hair the angels wove from 
Dian doth kiss me, and the tale is tolc 

(She bares her face to the moonligl 
there is silence between thein. 

BiNO. 
Bice I 

Bice. 
ni-faTored, foolish, and unloved. 

BiNO. ^ 

Bice I 

Bice. 
Most wearisome iteration. Cuckoo ! 

BiKO. 

What shall I say ? 

Bice. 
Nothing. 
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BlNO. 

in I do ? 

Bice. 
J but go. 

Bind. 
spare me ! I love none but you. 

Bice. 
) masked lady ? 

Bind. 
it curious, no more. 

Bice. 

en no vices that they must rob woman 
fault ? Leave curiosity to us. 

Bino. 
you love me — 

Bice. 
Du not. 

Biiro. 
me. 

Bice. 
)od-by. 
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BlN^O. 

Good-by. But stay. Something puzzL 
Why are you here ? 

BlOE. 

I ? Because the Vera sent for me. 

Bind. 

And I for the same reason. 

BlOE. 

No. I came for my pleasure. 

Bii^o. 
And I for mine. 

Bice. 
Most wickedly. 

Bind. 
And you ? 

BioE AND Bind. 

How could you think of pleasure on th< 
day of our parting ? 

Bii^o. 

I always think of pleasure. I was ma( 
Is it very wrong to be happy ? 
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BlOE. 

Perhaps not. Alas I I am womanly weak in 
argument. 

BiNO. 

I will reason and you shall love. The head 
and the heart are best together. 

Bice. 
We are young. It is not wrong to be young. 

Bind. 
And we love each other. 

Bice. 
To loYe is one things to laugh is another. 

Bii^o. 

Yet love and laughter fly well together, as the 
doves of Venus. 

Bice. 

Can you laugh with all, and love but one ? 

Biifo. 
I have. I do. I will. 

Bice. 
I will, too. 
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BUSTO. 

There are a myriad stars, and but one 

Bice. 

There are many nights in the year, but ^ 
another like this. 

BiKO. 

It is a night for dancing. 

Bice. 
It is a night for laughter. 

Bind. 
It is a night for love. 

BlOE. 

For mandoline, guitar, quick yows, and qui 
forgetting. 

Bind. 

For countless ripples of folly and one deep 
of love. 

Bice. 

Let us dance. 

Bind. 

Let us be happy together. 
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Bice. 
(US together^ and not unhappy apart. 

BiNO. 

Br apart and ever happy. Let us dance. 

h they flit in the moonlight ; the Vera 
comes stepping through the tvindow, but 
they see her not ; behind her the masks 
are peering. The music swells forth 
triumphant, and slowly dies to silence; 
the lights in the palace grow faint and 
fainter, and die ; a mist creeps up from 
the river, a cloud goes over the moon; 
there is night and nothing more.) 
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Mbs. Melton. 
Lord Dawlish. 



PIOKmG UP THE PIECES. 



rt is morning in Mrs. Meltoi^'s apartment in 
Florence, A II the furniture is gathered into 
the middle of the room, and covered with a 
sheet. Mrs. Melton is a vndow, and no 
longer young. Lord Dawlish, who comss 
to call, has also forgotten his youth. 

Lord Dawlish. 

Good morning, Mrs. Melton. I hope— Hol- 
loa! There is nobody here. What is all this 
about? 

(After some consideration, he proceeds to in- 
vestigate the extraordinary erection with 
the point of his stick. After convincing 
himself of its nature, he lifts a side of 
the sheet, pulls out an easy-chair, in- 
spects it, and finally sits on it.) 

She is an extraordinary woman. I don't know 
why I like her. I don't know why she likes me. 
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I suppose that she does like me. If not^ what a j 
bore I must be 1 I come here every day— «tt4 
stay. I suspect that I am an awful fellow to 
stay. I suppose I ought to go now. This furni- 
ture trophy don't look like being at home to 
callers. But perhaps she is out : and then I catt 
go on sitting here. I must sit somewhere. May 
I smoke ? I dare say : thank ye, I will. Smoke ? 
Smoke. There is a proverb about smoke. I 
wonder how I came to know so many proYerte- 
I don't know much. ^^ There is no smoke with- 
out fire." Yes, that's it. There is uncommon 
little fire in a cigarette. Little fire and much 
smoke. Yes, that's like this — I mean — Let me 
— ^what d'ye call it? — ^review my position. Here 
I sit. Here I sit every day. That is smoke, ^ 
suppose — ^plenty of smoke. Is there any firei 
That is the question. I wish people would miu^ 
their own business. It is trouble enough to miix 
one's own business, I should think. But yet the3 
are people — ^there's that Flitterly, for instance- 
damned little snob. Flitterly makes it the bus 
ness of his life to go about saying that I am goii 
to be married ; and aU because here is a woms 
who is not such an intolerable bore as — as oth< 
people. Flitterly is the sort of man who sa; 
that there is no smoke without fire. What is thig 
That is what I want to know. Is this business < 
mine all smoke, all cigarette and soda, or — coi 
found Flitterly ! I wonder if I ought to puU h 
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nose. I am afraid that that sort of thing is out 
of date. I don't think I conld pull a nose> unless 
somebody showed me how. Perhaps if somebody 
held him steady, I might. I don't think I could 
do it. He has got such a ridiculous little nose. 
I wonder if I ought to give up coming here. I 
don't know where I should go to. I wonder if I 
ani bound in honor, and all that. Perhaps that 
is out of date, too. I sometimes think that I am 
out of date myself. {After this he fishes under 
the sheet with his stick, and brings to light a pho- 
tograph-book, which he studies as he continues to 
fi'^itate.) 

I wonder if she would take me if I asked her. 
I don't believe she would : she is a most extraor- 
dinary woman. Who is this, I wonder ? I never 
saw this book before. I suppose that this is the sort 
of man women admire. He would know how to 
piill a nose. I dare say he has pulled lots of noses 
^ hs day. Does it for exercise. Suburban cad ! 
A kind of little Tooting lady-killer. I wonder 
she puts such a fellow in her book. Why, here 
ie is again, twice as big and fiercer. Here is an- 
other—and another. Hang him, he is all over 
tie book 1 

{He pitches the book under the sheet Then 
Mrs. MELTOif comes in, wearing a large 
apron, and armed with duster and 
feather brush.) 
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Mbs. Meltok. fe< 

Lord Dawlish ! What are you doing here ? ■ 






In 



Lord Dawlish. 
Nothing. 

Mrs. Melton. 
How well you do it 1 

Lord Dawlish. 
Thank you. 

Mrs. Melton. 

But you are doing something : you are sm^^' 
ing. 

Lord Dawlish. 
Am I ? I beg your pardon. 

Mrs. Melton. 

And you shall do more : you shall help m 
I have been up to my eyes in work since sev^^ 
o'clock. 

Lord Dawlish. 

Seven 1 Why don't you make somebody els^ 
doit? 

Mrs. Melton. 

^ I do it so well. I have a genius for 
d Italian servants have not. In this 
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dd city they have an unfeigned respect for the 
lust of ages. 

Lord Dawlish. 

Have they ? How funny 1 But they might 
help you, I should think. Where are they? 
There was nobody to let me in. Where are your 
servants? 

Mrs. Melton^. 
Gone. 

Lord Dawlish. 
Gone ! 

Mrs. Melton. 

Gone, and left me free. I packed them all oflE 
—man and maid, bag and baggage. 

Lord Dawlish. 
But who will look after you ? 

Mrs. Melton. 

I. I am fully equal to the task. But come, 
^ useful. You shall help me to rearrange the 
tirniture. 

Lord Dawlish. 
Help! II 

Mrs. Melton. 

Yes, help ! You ! I am not quite sure that 
ou can't. 
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{As he proceeds to brush the back of a chair 
with a feather brush, it occurs to him 
to apologize for his intrusion.) 

Lord Dawlish, 

I suppose I ought to apologize for coming bo 
early. Somehow I found myself in the Palazzo 
— and the door of your apartments was open, ati^ 
so I came in. I took the liberty of an old friex^^* 

Mrs. Melton^. 

I believe we have been acquainted for at te 
a month. 

Lord Dawlish. 

Only a month ! It is not possible. It mc-^ 
be more than a month. 

Mrs. Meltoi^. 

Apparently our precious friendship has n^ 
made the time pass quickly. 

Lord Dawlish. 
No. I mean that it never does pass quickly. 

Mrs. Melton. 

Work, work, work ! It's work that makes the 
^ay go quick. I am busy from morning till night, 
a^d time flies with me. 
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LoBD Dawlish. 
Then you shorten your life. 

Mrs. Melton. 

And keep it bright. Better one hour of life 
than a century of existence ! Dear, dear ! how 
^i<i my best photograph-book get knocked down 

LoED Dawlish. 

I am afraid that that was my awkwardness. 
•t vas looking at it, and it — ^it went down there. 

Mrs. Melton. 

Don't let it break from you again. Here, take 
^t, and sit down and be good. You have no genius 
-^Or dusting. 

Lord Dawlish. 

Nobody ever called me a genius. I have been 
Called all sorts of names ; but nobody ever went 
^D far as to call me a genius. 

Mrs. Melton. 

And yet you ain't stupid. I always maintain 
that you are not really stupid. 

Lord Dawlish. 

Ain't I ? Thank you. Who is this man — 
this fine-looking man with the frown and whiskers ? 
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Mbs. Meltok. 
Ho is handsome, isn't he ? 

LoBD Dawlish. 
I don't know. I am not a judge of malet 

Mbs. Meltok. 

Men never admire each other. They i 
envious and too vain. 

LoBD Dawlish. 
Are they ? And women ? What are t» 

Mbs. MELTOisr. 

What are women ? What are they not 
for one word to comprehend the sex 1 
are— yes, women are womanly. 

LoBD Dawlish. 
That sounds true. And women are effe] 

Mbs. Melton. 
Only females are effeminate. 

LoBD Dawlish. 
Oh I I wonder what that means. 
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Mbs. Meltok. 
^ixi; John is handsome. Ask any woman. 

LoBD Dawlish. 
John! 

Mbs. Melton. 
Yes, that's John — ^my consin. 

Lord Dawlish. 

I hate cousins. They are so familiar and so 
persoxxal. 

Mbs. Melton. 

1 like them. They are so — so — 



Couainly. 
Precisely. 



LoBD Dawlish. 



Mbs. Melton. 



LoBD Dawlish. 



Cousins are cousinly. Does he dye his whisk- 



ers? 



Mbs. Melton. 



Dye 1 Never 1 He has too much to do. John 
is a great man — a man of will, a man of force, a 
man of iron. That's what I call a man. 

* LoBD Dawlish. 
Do you ? I don't call an iron man a man. 
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Mbs. Melton. 
He is the first of American engineers. 

LoBD Dawlish. 
A Yankee stoker. 

Mbs. Meltok. 

Dear John ! He is a good fellow. He 
mc that little jar by your hand. 

LoKD Dawlish. 

Dear John is not a judge of china. I 
hated that little jar. I shall break it some day 

Mrs. Melton. 
If you do, I'll neyer speak to you again. 

LoKD Dawlish. 

Please do. Tell me some more about Jo J^ 
Has not ho got a fault, not even a little one ? 

Mbs. Melton. 

He has the fault of all men — vanity. ^ 
knows that he is handsome. 

LoBD Dawlish. 
I thought he dyed his whiskers. 
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Mbs. Melton. 
He does not dye his whiskers. 

Lord Dawlish. 

m 

You seem very keen about the whiskers. 

Here they are in all sizes, and from all over the 

"World — carte-de-visite whiskers, cabinet whiskers, 

Bembrandt-effect whiskers, whiskers from Naples, 

from N'ew York, from Baker Street. You must 

like them very much. 

Mbs. Melton. 

I like the man. I like self-respect, bravery, 
and perseverance. I like honest work. Oh, 
lord Dawlish, what a shame it is that you don't 
do something ! 

LoKD Dawlish. 

Do something ? I ? I do do something. I 
—well, I go about. 

Mrs. Melton. 
Oh ! you go about. 

Lord Dawlish. 

Yes — ^with a dog in England ; without a dog 
abroad. 
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Mbs. Melton. 

Oh ! abroad without a dog. I regret that I 
shall never haye the pleasure of receiving the cur. 

Lord Dawlish. 
The cur's a collie. 

Mrs. Meltoist. 

And so you think that man fulfills his destiny 
by going about. 

Lord Dawlish. 
Somebody must go about^ you know. 

Mrs. Meltok. 

Yes, a squirrel in a cage. What you want is 
work. You ought to take a line. 

Lord Dawlish, 
Go fishing ? 

Mrs. Meltoist. 

Be serious, and listen to me. Here you are in 
Florence. 

Lord Dawlish. 

I believe I am. 
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Mbs. Meltok. 

Yon are in the midst of priceless treasures. 
The finest works of art are all around you. 

Lord Dawlish. 
I believe they are. 

Mbs. Meltok. 

Take a line ; take up something ; for instance, 
the Oreek statues. 

Lord Dawlish. 
Ain't I rather old to play with marbles ? 

Mrs. Meltok. 

Not a bit. Nobody is old who isn't old on 
purpose. Compare, classify, and make a book, 
or even a pamphlet. 

Lord Dawlish. 

I hate pamphlets. They are always coming 
by the post. 

Mrs. Meltok. 

I suppose it's not the thing for a man in your 
position to turn author. 
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Lord Dawush. 

I don't think I ever did hear of one of our lot 
writing books. But that don't much matter. ^ 
should like to take a line, or a course, or arJ 
took a course of waters once at Hombourg, orBfi- 
singen, or somewhere ; but they came to an end, 
like other things. 

Mbs. Meltok. 
Lord Dawlish, %re you joking ? 

LoBD Dawlish. 

No. 

Mbs. Melton. 

Then be serious : take up a subject ; set to 
work ; produce your pamphlet — at least a pam- 
plilet. It might grow into a book. 

LoBD Dawlish. 
Heaven forbid ! I could not do it. 

Mrs. Melton. 

Why not ? 

Lord Dawlish. 

"Writing a book is so infernally public, 
should be talked about. 
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Mbs. Melton. 

How dreadful ! The owl, who is modest 
^thaJ, and shrinks from notoriety, remains at 
lome until sunset. 

LoBD Dawlish. 

You called me a squirrel before. Are you 
?oing through all the zoological what-d'ye-call- 
ein? 

Mbs. Meltok. 

Perhaps even I shall be talked about before 

ong. 

Lord Dawlish. 
I should not wonder if you were. 

Mbs. Meltok. 

Yes, even I, humble individual as I am, may 
>erhaps be talked about when I set up my studio. 

LoBD Dawlish. 
Your what ? 

Mbs. Melton. 

My studio. Yes, I've quite made up my 
aind. There are many worse painters in Mor- 
tice than myself. I mean to be a real painter, 
lid no longer play with color. 
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LoBD Dawlish. 

And sell your pictures ? 

Mbs. Melton. 
For the largest possible prices. 

LoED Dawlish. 
Is not that an odd sort of thing for a lady ? 

Mbs. Meltok. 

No. We have changed all that. Many women 
paint nowadays. 

LoED Dawlish. 
I have heard so. 

Mes. Meltok. 

I believe that you are making jokes this morn- 
ing. 

LoED Dawlish. 

I don't think so. I don't like jokes ; they 
are very fatiguing. It's John's fault. 

Mes. Melton. 
What's John's fault ? 
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LoBD Dawlish. 

No man likes to have another crammed down 
liis throat — ^unless he is a confounded cannibal. 

Mbs. Melton. 

Very well. I will refrain from cramming any- 
body down your throat. But I won't let you off. 
I feel that I have a mission. 

LoKD Dawlish. 
Good heavens I 

Mbs. Meltok. 
I have a mission to reform you. 

LoBD Dawlish. 
Please don't do it. 

Mbs. Meltok. 

« 

I must. Why don't you do your proper work ? 
Why not go back to England and take care of 
your property ? 

LoBD Dawlish. 

Because my agent takes care of it so much 
better than I could. I inherited my place, and I 
can't get rid of it. But, luckily, land can't fol- 
low me about. That is why I come abroad. 
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MbS. MELTOia^. 

Without the dog ? 

Lord Dawlish. 

He stays with the land. He likes it. 
hates traveling. 

Mbs. Melton. 
So would you, if you traveled in a dog-box. 

LoKD Dawlish. 

I wish you would not talk about me. I 
so tired of myself. 

Mes. Melton. 
But you interest me. 

Lord Dawlish. 

Thanjc you. That is gratifying. Don't l^t 
us pursue the subject further. 

Mrs. Melton. 

I must. It's my mission. I picture the pl^^^ 
sures of an English country life. You build co^ 
tages ; you drain fields ; you carry flannel to ^^^ 
old women. 

Lord Dawlish. 

No ; I could not do it. I don't think I cot^-'^ 
carry flannel to an old woman. 
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Mes. Melton. 

ach for duties. Then for amusement. 
:ond of shooting ? 

LoKD Dawlish. 

ants are all so much alike. I gave up 
when my sister took to it. 

Mes. Melton. 

sister ! 

LoED Dawlish. 

s a keen sportsman — awfully keen. I 
with her once. I feel them still some- 
my back when it's cold weather. 

Mes. Melton. 

like hunting better. In this country 
►t the fox. 

LoED Dawlish. 

ley ? That must be curious. I wonder 
d bring myself to try that. I almost 
it — 

Mes. Melton. 

»me and hunt. 
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Lord Dawlish. 

I have given up hunting. Bather rough on 
Teddie, don't you think ? 

Mrs. Melton. 
Who's Teddie ? 

LoBD Dawlish. 
Don't you know Teddie ? 

Mrs. Melton. 
Is he the dog ? 

Lord Dawlish. 

No ; he is my brother. I thought that eve*^" 
body knew Teddie. Teddie knows everyboA^* 
Teddie likes me to hunt. He is always botheri^^ 
me to buy horses — ^with tricks. Or to go by ^^' 
cursion trains. Or to shoot lions in AbyssiH^^i 
He is an awfully ambitious fellow, Teddie. Do^ 
you think we might change the subject ? 

Mrs. Melton. 

Not yet. I have not done my duty ye*^^ 
Politics ! Oh for political influence 1 Oh io^ 
power 1 Why, you must be — of course you are ^ 
—thingummy what's-his-name. 
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Lord Dawlish. 
Very likely, if you say so. 

Mrs. Melton. 

An hereditary legislator. Think of that. 
Think of your influence in the country ; of the 
pover you might wield. Go in for politics. 

Lord Dawlish. 

Well, you know, I — ^I inherited my politics 
^tt my place, and I can't get rid of them. But 
Teddie does them for me. He was always rather 
^ uanff, Teddie was ; and so they put him into 
politics. 

Mrs. Melton. 

Are there muflfs in your family ? Don't inter- 
^pt me. I must have the last word. Anything 
else I will give up, but the last word — ^never. In 
yoixx position you must sway something. If you 
^^xx't sway the country, sway the county ; if you 
^<^xi't sway the county, sway a vestry, a workhouse, 
* Something, or anything. Only do something. 
^oxi would be a great deal happier, and — ^I don't 
l^^^ow why I should be afraid to say — a great deal 
"^t;ter, if you would only do something. 

Lord Dawlish. 
You forget that I am delicate. The doctors 
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say I am delicate, and that is why I come ahro; 

I do wish you would change the subject. It is t 

delicate subject, you know. 

Mrs. Melton". 

Don't be funny ! You have only one malad .y 

— idleness. 

LoBD Dawlish. 

No, no, no 1 All the doctors 

Mbs. Meltok. 
Quacks I 

Lord Dawlish. 

As you please. But I have not the rude heal- -ih 
of some strong-minded women. 

Mrs. Melton. 

Nor I the rude manners of some weak-min^-^^ 
men. But I beg your pardon ; / won't be rti<^^' 

Lord Dawlish. 

Was I rude ? I am awfully sorry. I beg jO 
pardon. But I am so tired of myself. 

Mrs. Melton. 

Then work — ^work and be cured. Do sonx^ 
thinv — anything. A stitch in time saves nine. 
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Lord Dawlish. 
if you come to proverbs — Look before you 

Mbs. Meltok. 
rastination is the thief of time. 



Lord Dawlish. 

I haste^ less speed. If one does nothing, 
)ne does no harm. 



Mrs. Meltok. 
does a stuffed poodle. 

Lord Dawlish. 

iher beast !' I have been a squirrel and an 
nd, after all, I did not come here to talk 
yself nor poodles. 

Mrs. Meltok. 
yovL come to speak of the weather ? 

Lord Dawlish. 
ated to speak about you. 

Mrs. Melto2S^. 
it me 1 Here's a turning of the tables. 
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LoBD Dawlish. 
May I? 

Mrs. Meltok. 
If you have energy for so lively a topic. 

LoBD Dawlish. 
May I speak plainly, as an old friend ? 

Mrs. Melton. 

As a month-old friend. Speak plainly by 
means. I've a passion for plain speaking. 

Lord Dawlish. 
It is an uncommonly disagreeable subject. 

Mrs. Melton. 

Thank you. You were going to talk abo 
me. 

Lord Dawlish. 

I don't mean that; of course not. It 
not matter whether I talk about you or no 
But there are other people here who talk abou 

you. 

Mrs. Melton. 

Talk about me ? What do they say ? 



all 
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LoBD Dawush. 
Bay things I don't like; so I thought 

Mbs. Meltok. 

k yon. Lord Dawlish; but I can take 
i care of myself. 

Lord Dawlish. 
well. 

Mbs. MELTOif. 

should I care what this Anglo-Ploren- 
ety say of me ? It doesn't hurt me ; I 
•e what they say of me ; I am entirely 
it ; I am — Oh, do not stand there like 
►ut tell me what these people say about 

Lord Dawlish. 

- It is so awkward for me to tell you. 
w Flitterly ? 

Mrs. Melton. 
rly ! A sparrow ? 

Lord Dawlish. 

e is a sparrow I What is to be done to 
ow ? 

Mrs. Melton. 

ng. He is beneath punishment — ^be- 



% 
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ncath contempt. A little^ chattering, intrnsive, 
cruel — I suppose it would not do for me to 
horeswhip Flitterly ? 

LoBD Dawlish. 

It would be better for me to do that I 
thought of pulling his nose : it is a little one; 
but I might do it with time. I think I shonld 
enjoy it. 

Mbs. Meltok. 

It's too bad ! It's too bad that a woman of mj 
age should not be safe from these wretches— from 
the tongues of these malicious chatterers. Th^ 
cowards, to attack a woman ! 

LoED Dawlish. 
I was afraid that you would feel it. 

Mrs. Melton. 

I don't feel it. Why should I? Whyshor^^' 
I feel it ? But, good gracious ! is the man goii 
to stand there all day, and never tell me wh 
this — ^what that — ^that — ^pha ! what he says of me 

Lord Dawlish. 
I don't like to tell you. 

Mrs. Melton. 
Do you take me for a fool. Lord Dawlish ? 
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Lord Dawlish. 
No ; for a woman. 

Mrs. Meltoit. 
What does he say ? 

Lord Dawlish. 

If you will know, you must. He says — he 
says that you and I are going to be married. 

Mrs. Melton. 

Married! You and II Well, at least, he 
oaight have invented something less preposterous. 

Lord Dawlish. 
Preposterous ! 

Mrs. Melton. 

You and 1 1 

Lord Dawlish. 

I don't see anything preposterous in it. Why 
^ould not you and I be married ? By George, I 
^ve made an ofiEer ! 

Mrs. Melton. 
Are you mad ? You say — 



110 LITTLE COMEDIES. 

Lord Dawlish. 

Oh, I don't want to hurry you. Don't speak 
in a hurry. Think it over ; think it over. Take 
time. 

Mrs. Meltok. 

But do you mean — 

Lord Dawlish. 

Oh, please, don't hurry. Think it over. 
Any time will do. 

Mrs. Meltok. 
Will it? 

Lord Dawlish. 

I am not clever, nor interesting ; but if J^^ 
don't mind me, I will do anything I can. ^^^ 
shall have any sort of society you like : fast ^^ 
slow ; literary or swell ; or anything. Of cd^ 
there would be plenty of money, and jewels, ^ , 
cooks, and all that. You can have gowns, ^ 
check-books, and pin-money, and — 

Mrs. Melton. 

And find my own washing and beer. L^^ 
Dawlish, are you offering me a situation ? 

Lord Dawlish. 
Yes — ^no — I mean that I — 
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Mbs. Meltok. 

housand thanks. The wages are most 
Lg ; but I have no thought of leaving my 
place. 

Lord Dawlish. 

ir that I have been oflfensive. I beg your 
I had better go. Good morning, Mrs. 

Mrs. Melton. 
i-by, Lord Dawlish. 

?o he goes out; straightway her mood 
changes y and she wishes him back again. ) 

Mrs. Melton (sola). 

mil never come back. I can't let him go 
r. I can't afiEord to lose a friend who 
me laugh so much. Flitterly may say 
e likes — a goose ! a sparrow ! a grass- 
! I shall call him back. 

7o she calls to him down the stair ; then 
from the window ; and as she calls from 
the window he comes in at the door, 
watches her awhile, then speaks.) 

Lord Dawlish. 
you call me, Mrs. Melton ? 
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Mbs. Meltok. 

Is the man deaf ? I haye been screaming lil^ 
a peacock ; and all for your sake — all because 
didn't want you to go away angry. 

Lord Dawlish. 
I thought it was you who were angry. 

Mrs. Meltoit. 
No, it was you. 

Lord Dawlish. 
Very welL 

Mrs. Meltoit. 

You must drop the preposterous subject 
ever ; and we will be good friends, as we were 
fore. Sit down and be friendly. 

Lord Dawlish, 

Thank you. That is capital. We will b 
we were before — as we were before. 

Mrs. Meltoit. 

You are sure you can bear the disappc 

ment? 

Lord Dawlish. 

Oh, yes. We will be friends, as we -vi 
That is much better. 
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Mbs. Melton. 
Lord Dawlish, you are simply delicious ! 

Lord Dawlish. 

Am I ? Thank you. And I may come and 
it here sometimes ? 

Mrs. Melton. 
In spite of Flitterly. 

Lord Dawlish. 

FUtterly be— 

Mrs. Melton. 

Yes, by all means. 

(Then he meditates, and after due deliberation 
speaks.) 

Lord Dawlish. 

I should like to ask you something, Mrs. Mel- 
^n— something personal. 

Mrs. Melton. 

Ask what you like, and I will answer if I 
choose. 

Lord Dawlish. 

May I ask as a friend — only as a friend, you 
know — ^if you are quite determined never to marry 
8 
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again ? I know that it is no business of mi^ ^^J 
but I can't help being curious about you. I d ^^^ * 
think I am curious about anything else. But ^^^ 
are such an extraordinary woman, 

Mbs. Melton. 

Extraordinary because I have refused to ^ 
Lady Dawlish. It is strange, very. Oh, isw^^^ 
be alarmed; I have refused. But it isstran,^^ 
I am a woman, and I refused rank and weal't^^* 
Wealth means gowns and cooks from Paris^ ^ 
brougham and a victoria, a stepper, a tiger, a;::^^ 
a pug : rank means walking out before other i^^ 
men and the envy of all my sex. I am a wonui-^* 
and I refuse these luxuries. You were mad wh^^ 
you offered them. 

LoED Dawlish. 
I don't think that I could be mad. 

Mrs. Meltok. 
Not another word upon the subject. 

Lord Dawlish. 
But won't you satisfy my curiosity ? 

Mrs. Melton. 
I never knew you so persistent. 
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LOBD Dawush. 
er was persistent before. 

Mrs. Melton. 

ardent cnriosity, such desperate per- 
), deserve to be rewarded. I have no- 
do for the moment^ and there is one 
hich no woman can forego — ^the luxury 
g about herself. You needn't listen if 
: is too great: I address the chair, or the 
You will hardly believe it of me ; but 
a sentiment. There ! Years and years 
7 many I am woman enough not to 
•I lived with an aunt in Paris. You 
jins ; I am not in love with aunts : how- 
) wafl my only relation; there was no 
nd there I lived with her in Paris, and 
hed ; there was nothing to finish, for I 
thing. Well, it was there, in Paris-^I 
) a child — ^it was there that I one day 
)y scarcely older than myself. I am in 
. him still. Quite idyllic, isn't it ? 

Lord Dawlish. 
likely. In Paris ? Paris. 

Mrs. Melton. 
) never was any one in the world like 
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him — so brave, so good, so boyish : he rejoiced in 
life, certain of pleasure, and purposing noble work. 

LoED Dawlish (aside). 

Cousin John ! Cousin John, of course. Con- 
found Cousin John ! 

Mbs. Meltok. 

He fell in love with me at once, almost before 
I had fallen in love with him. We were both so 
absurdly shy, so silly, and so young. I can see 
him blush now, and I could blush then. But I 
shall be sentimental in a minute ; this is egregious 
folly ; of course it is folly, and it was folly ; of 
course it was merely childish fancy, boy and girl 
sentiment, calf-love ; of course a week's absence 
would put an end to it ; and of course I love hiDi 
still. But forgive me. Lord Dawlish . Why should 
I bother you with this worn-out, commonplace 
romance ? 

Lord Dawlish. 

I like it. It interests me. Go on, if it do^^ 



jiot bore you. It reminds me of something-—^ 
igoiBething which I had better forget. 

Mrs. Melton-. 

Tou shall hear the rest : there isn't mud^ 
was taken away, and — I suppose forgot IJ^^ 
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me out in Paris, went everywhere, was yastly 
, and terribly unhappy. My aunt was young- 
and good-looking — in a way ; she was dying 
)e rid of me, and I knew it ; and so things 
3 very uncomfortable at home, until — until I 
ried. Oh, I told him the truth, the whole 
h : I told him that the love of my life had 
e by. I am glad I told him the truth. 

LoED Dawlish. 
5e was American, wasn't he ? 

Mrs. Melton. 

STes. I was grateful to him, and proud of 
. He was good as man can be. But he made 
t of my story. He thought, like the rest, that 
as a mere girlish fancy ; that I should soon 
et that — There, you have my story ! Touch- 
isn't it ? 

Lord Dawlish. 
;t is most extraordinary. 

Mrs. Melton. 
i?hat is most extraordinary ? 

Lord Dawlish. 
STour story is like my story. 
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Mrs. Melton. 

It's everybody's story. It's common as the 
whooping-cough, and didl as a great thaw. But, 
come, give me the details of your case. 

LOBD Dawlish. 
The details ! If I can remember them. 

Mrs. Melton. 
If you can remember. Who would he a man ? 

Lord Dawlish. 
It was in Paris — 

Mrs. Melton. 
In Paris ? 

Lord Dawlish. 

It is just like your story. Suppose that '^^ 
take it as told. 

Mrs. Melton. 

Go on. I must hear it. 

Lord Dawlish. 

I was sent to Paris when I was a boy, with ^ 
bear-leader. There I saw a girl — ^a little bre^ 
and-butter miss — ^and — ^and I got fond of het^ 
awfully fond of her. She was the dearest litf 
girl — ^the best little thing. She was like — like^^ 



picking up the pieces. 119 

Mbs. Melton. 
Go on. What happened ? 

LoED Dawlish. 
Nothing. 

Mbs. Melton. 

Nothing ! Nonsense I Something always hap- 

iiis. 

LoED Dawlish. 

Nothing came of it. They said boy and girl, 
d calf-love, and all that^ like the people in your 
)ry ; and they packed me off to England. 

Mrs. Melton. 
Why did you go ? 

Lord Dawlish. 

I always was a fool. They said that it would 
the strength of her feelings ; that, if we were 

•h of the same mind when I had got my degree, 

' thing should be. 

Mrs. Melton. 
And you never wrote ? 

Lord Dawlish. 
No. 
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Mbs. Meltok. 
Nor did he — ^neyer one line. 

LoED Dawlish. 
They said she wished me not to write. 

Mrs. Meltok. 

How likely ! These men, these men ! TlJ 
neyer know what letters are to women. Wt 
waa the end ? 

Lord Dawlish. 

The usual thing. As soon as my degree ^ 
all right I made for Paris. She was gone. 

Mrs. Melton. 
My poor friend I She was dead. 

Lord Dawlish. 
Married. 

Mrs. Melton. 
Married ! how could she be so — 

Lord Dawlish. 

It is very like your story, ain't it ? Only 
my story the parties were not American. 
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Mbs. Melton. 

American 1 What do you mean ? I wasn't an 
naerican till I married one, and Tom — 

LoED Dawlish. 
Then it wasn't Ggusin John ? 

Mbs. Melton. 

John ! No, no, no ! Lord Dawlish ! Lord 
^awlish, what is your family name ? 

LoBD Dawlish. 

My family name ? What on earth, my dear 
ba. Melton— 

Mbs. Melton. 

Quick, quick ! What is it ? 

LoBD Dawlish. 
^Why— er — ^why — ^Dashleigh, of course. 

Mbs. Melton. 
-And you are Tom Dashleigh ? 

(As she looks at him the truth dawns on 
him.) 

LoED Dawlish. 
And you are little Kitty Gray ? 
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Mbs. Meltok. 

Is the man deaf ? I have been screaming 1^^ 
a peacock; and all for your sake — ^all becauS^ ^ 
didn't want you to go away angry. 

Lord Dawlish. 
I thought it was you who were angry, 

Mrs. Melton. 
No, it was you. 

Lord Dawlish. 
Very well. 

Mrs. Melton. 

You must drop the preposterous subject fo-^-^ 
ever ; and we will be good friends, as we were be^^" 
fore. Sit down and be friendly. 

Lord Dawlish. 

Thank you. That is capital. We will be as 
we were before — as we were before. 

Mrs. Melton. 

You are sure you can bear the disappoint- 

luent? 

Lord Dawlish. 

Oh, yes. We will be friends, as we were, 
hat is much better. 
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Mbs. Melton. 
Ijord Dawlish^ you are simply delicions ! 

LOED Dawlish. 

Am I ? Thank you. And I may come and 
b here sometimes ? 

Mrs. Melto:n. 
In spite of Flitterly. 

LoBD Dawlish. 

ilitterly be— 

Mrs. Melto:n. 

Yes, by all means. 

Vhen he meditates^ and after due deliberation 
speaks.) 

LoBD Dawlish. 

I should like to ask you something, Mrs. Mel- 
'OU— something personal. 

Mbs. Melton. 

Ask what you like, and I will answer if I 
choose. 

LoBD Dawlish. 

May I ask as a friend — only as a friend, you 
blow— if you are quite determined never to marry 
8 
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again ? I know that it is no business of mine; 
but I can't help being curious about you. I don't 
think I am curious about anything else. Bat you 
are such an extraordinary woman. 

Mbs. Melton. 

Extraordinary because I haye refused to be 
Lady Dawlish. It is strange, very. Oh, don't 
be alarmed ; I have refused. But it is strange. 
I am a woman, and I refused rank and wealth. 
Wealth means gowns and cooks from Paris, a 
brougham and a victoria, a stepper, a tiger, and 
a pug : rank means walking out before other wo- 
men and the envy of all my sex. I am a woman, 
and I refuse these luxuries. You were mad when 
you offered them. 

Lord Dawlish. 
I don't think that I could be mad. 

Mbs. Melton. 
Not another word upon the subject. 

Lord Dawlish. 
But won't you satisfy my curiosity ? 

Mrs. Melton. 
I never knew you so persistent. 
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LoBD Dawlish. 
er was persistent before. 

Mbs. Meltok. 

ardent enriosity, snch desperate per- 
3, deserve to be rewarded. I have no- 
do for the moment; and there is one 
hich no woman can forego — ^the luxury 
g about herself. You needn't listen it 
b is too great: I address the chair, or the 
You will hardly believe it of me ; but 
a sentiment. There I Years and years 
V many I am woman enough not to 
-I lived with an aunt in Paris. You 
5ins; I am not in love with aunts: how- 
) was my only relation; there was no 
nd. there I lived with her in Paris, and 
hed ; there was nothing to finish, for I 
thing. Well, it was there, in Paris^-I 
3 a child — ^it was there that I one day 
5y scarcely older than myself. I am in 
L him still. Quite idyllic, isn't it ? 

Lord Dawlish. 
likely. In Paris ? Paris. 

Mrs. Melton. 
3 never was any one in the world like 
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him — so brave, so good, so boyish : he rejoiced in 
life, certain of pleasure, and purposing noble wort 

■Hi 

LoBD Dawlish (aside). 

Cousin John ! Cousin John, of course. Con- |^ 
found Cousin John ! 

Mrs. Melton. 

He fell in love with me at once, almost befor© 
I had fallen in love with him. We were both so 
absurdly shy, so silly, and so young. I can se^ 
him blush now, and I could blush then. But 'C^ 
shall be sentimental in a minute ; this is egregio 
folly ; of course it is folly, and it was folly ; of^ 
course it was merely childish fancy, boy and ^1 
sentiment, calf-love ; of course a week's absence 
would put an end to it ; and of course I love him 
still. But forgive me. Lord Dawlish . Why should 
I bother you with this worn-out, commonplace 
romance ? 

Lord Dawlish. 

I like it. It interests me. Go on, if it does 
not bore you. It reminds me of something — of 
something which I had better forget. 

Mrs. Melton. 

You shall hear the rest : there isn't much. 
He was taken away, and — I suppose forgot me. 
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out in Paris, went ererywhere, was vastly 
i terribly unhappy. My aunt was young- 
L good-looking — in a way ; she was dying 
id of me, and I knew it ; and so things 
ry uncomfortable at home, until — ^until I 
* Oh, I told him the truth, the whole 
I told him that the love of my life had 
. I am glad I told him the truth. 

LoBD Dawlish. 
^as American, wasn't he ? 

Mrs. Melton. 

I was grateful to him, and proud of 
le was good as man can be. But he made 
my story. He thought, like the rest, that 
mere girlish fancy; that I should soon 
iat — There, you have my story ! Touch- 
'tit? 

Lord Dawlish. 
most extraordinary. 

Mrs. Melton. 
kt is most extraordinary ? 

Lord Dawlish. 
r story is like my story. 
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Mbs. Melton. 

It's everybody's story. It's common as the 
whooping-cough, and didl as a great thaw. Bnt, 
come, giye me the details of your case. 

LOBD Dawlish. 
The details I If I can remember them. 

Mes. Melton. 
If you can remember. Who would be a ©an ? 

Lord Dawlish. 
It was in Paris — 

Mbs. Melton. 
In Paris ? 

LoED Dawlish. 

It is just like your story. Suppose that v^ 
take it as told. 

Mes. Melton. 

Go on. I must hear it. 

Lord Dawlish. 

I was sent to Paris when I was a boy, with a 
bear-leader. There I saw a girl — a little bread- 
and-butter miss — ^and — ^and I got fond of her — 
awfully fond of her. She was the dearest little 
girl — ^the best little thing. She was like— like — 



'jO 
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Mbs. Melton. 
Q-o on. What happened ? 

LoBD Dawlish, 
Nothing, 

Mrs. Melton. 

If othing I Nonsense I Something always hap- 

5118. 

LoBD Dawlish. 

Nothing came of it. They said boy and girl, 
ad caU-love, and all that^ like the people in your 
iory ; and they packed me off to England. 

Mbs. Melton. 
Why did you go ? 

LoBD Dawlish. 

I always was a f ooL They said that it would 
try the strength of her feelings ; that, if we were 
^th of the same mind when I had got my degree, 
the thing should be. 

Mbs. Melton. 
And you never wrote ? 

Lord Dawlish. 
No. 
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Mrs. Melton. 
Nor did he — ^never one line. 

LOED Dawlish. 
They said she wished me not to write. 

Mrs. Meltok. 

How likely ! These men, these men 1 ^^^ 
neyer know what letters are to women. ^H^^ 
was the end ? 

LoBD Dawlish. 

The usual thing. As soon as my degree "^^ 
all right I made for Paris. She was gone. 

Mas. Melton. 
My poor friend ! She was dead. 

LoBD Dawlish. 
Married. 

Mrs. Melton. 
Married I how could she be so — 

Lord Dawlish. 

It is very like your story, ain't it ? Only ii 
my story the parties were not American. 
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Mrs. Melton. 

jrican 1 What do you mean ? I wasn't an 
an till I married one, and Tom — 

LoED Dawlish. 
len it wasn't Ggusin John ? 

Mrs. Melton. 

ohn ! No, no, no ! Lord Dawlish ! Lord 
lish, what is your family name ? 

LoBD Dawlish. 

My family name ? What on earth, my dear 
8. Melton — 

Mss. Melton. 

Quick, quick ! What is it ? 

Lord Dawlish. 
Why— er — ^why — ^Dashleigh, of course. 

Mrs. Melton. 
And you are Tom Dashleigh ? 

{As she looks at him the truth dawns on 
him.) 

Lord Dawlish. 
And you are little Kitty Gray ? 
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Mbs. Meltost. 

Oh I my bright boy-lover, you are lost nc^ 
deed. 

LOBD Dawlish. 

I think I have got a chill. 

( When they have sat a little while in «ile^^^ 
she jumps up.) 

Mbs. Melton. 

No more sentiment, no more folly! AwJ 
with sentiment for ever 1 The boy and girl lover^^^ 
are dead long ago ; and we old folk who know th^^ 
world may strew flowers on their grave and ber 
gone. Look up, old friend, look up ! 

LoED Dawlish. 

Yet you are you, and I — I suppose that I am 
I. 

Mrs. Meltoit. 

Young fools I young fools 1 why should we 
pity them, we wise old folk who know the world ? 
Love is but — ^is but — 

{And she dashes into music at the piano j 
soon her hands begin to fail, and she 
stoops over them to hide her eyes j then 
she jumps up in tears, and, moving. 
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knocks over the little jar which was 
Cousin Johvls gift He would pick it 
up, hut she stops him.) 

^^Oy no : let it lie there. 

LOBD Dawlish. 
Slia'n't I pick up the pieces ? 

Mrs. Meltok. 

Xliet them lie there. One can never pick up 
^^ pieces. 

Lord Dawlish. 

"Why not ? I don't think I understand. But 
I can't bear to see you cry. I thought that you 
could not cry; that you were too clever and 
strong-minded to cry. Look here ! You might 
have made something of me once. Is it too late^ 
Mrs. Melton ? 

Mes. Melton. 

The jar is broken. 

LoED Dawlish. 
Is it too late, Kitty ? 

Mes. Melton. 
Let us pick up the pieces together. 
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CHARACTERS 



A Poet. 

An Aboadiai^ Gibl. 



HALF WAT TO AEOADT- 



A Poet dressed in evening clothes, but somewhat 
dfisty, meets an Arcadian girl upon the road. 

He. 
Here^ child I Is this the way to Arcady ? 

She. 
YeS; noble lord. 

He. 

No noble lord am I. 
I am a poet^ and a weary one. 
Give me a drink of water. Child, the sun 
Will fleck that dainty skin with golden kisses, 
Termed freckles by our milk-of-almond misses. 
Tnm from the glaring road a little space : 
The spreading beech will shade the dimpled face. 
The frolic face, a light in shady nook : 
Nay, do not fear I It has been mine to look 
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On many million women ; therefore I, 
Or partly therefore^ go to Arcady. 

She. 
But there are women in Arcadia. 

He. 

Are there ? To lead the yokel hearts astray-'^ 
And mine^ perhaps. Ah me ! to lie along 
A little brook, a shepherd from a song, 
A little babbling brook, and plait the reeds, 
To watch the dance young Amaryllis leads, 
To hum a catch of Pan and Njrmph and Faun 
Laughing and leaping on the upland lawn. 
To taste pure milk, to sleep before the sun. 
Wake with the sheep and with the sheep-dog run. 
To plunge in brawling stream, rest on the sod 
As free and naked as a woodland god — 
Ah, to be there ! How far is't ? 

She. 

Let me see. 
Fair sir, since sunrise I've walked steadily — 

He. 
You come from Arcady ? 

She. 

Of course, my lord. 
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He. 

Poor chad ! and you haye left the land adored 
By sheep and poets. Say, what cruel fate 
Has sent you thence to wander desolate 
111 this cramped world of license, law, and lie ? 

She. 

^at sent me ? No one sent me, sir ; but I 
Vas grown so weary of the silly sheep 
And silly shepherds — oh, they peer and peep, 
^d sing their songs all to one lazy tune 
Of ribbons and of roses, and warm June, 
Ai^d bells are always tinkling, breezes sighing 
For nothing, and the leaves so long a-dying — 
•^d so, sir, I was tired and ran away. 

He. 
^'''Tiere do you go ? 

She. 

To Paris, and to-day. 
To life, to life ! Oh, pardon me, fair sir, 
I talk too much. 

He. 

I like those lips astir 
With funny little fancies, rosebud lips, 
A rose of dew ; and now a sunbeam slips 
Through frolic beech leaves for a kiss I ween ; 
Now the lips part, and so he slips between. 
9 
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Yon sit so meek and pretty in the shade, 

Were I not tired of women, Fm afraid 

That I should learn of sunbeams — ^nay, don't feai 

me, 
I've seen so many pretty women near me. 
Fold little hands, turn great graye eyes on mine, 
And I will teach you wisdom — how they shine, 
Those merry eyes I and are they blue or brown ?- 
'Tis good to liye afar from noisy town. 
To live a simple life in woodland wild. 
Child in a child's world, evermore a child ; 
'Tis good to cut the reed and sound the lay, 
To lead the sheep, and watch the lambkins play** 

She. 

Oh, sir, Tve watched the lambkins, and the gam^ 
Our lambkins' play is every day the same ; 
I'm weary of their dance. 

He. 

The lark at mom 
Leaps, a live song, above the yellow com ; 
The hours go by to music ; when the sun 
Slopes to the west, their day-long pleasures done. 
The simple souls betake themselves to rest — 
Blest race, indeed, if they but knew how blest. 

She. 
Ah, sir, but what are days and days like these 
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To Paris hours and gaslight in the trees — 
A glare^ a maze^ a marmor ? 

He. 

Listen, child I 

III that old shell of Paris was I styled 

Prince of mismle, miriih, madness, mockery ; 

No lord of laughter half so loud as I ; 

No cup so deep as mine ; no heart so gay. 

^0 I look Tery happy ? 

She. 

Dare I say ? 
I^are I speak out my thought ? Fair sir, your 

face 
Has in it something that did never grace 
Our most sweet^smiling shepherd : I can guess 
That it is what we long for — ^weariness. 
There's no life to grow weary of at home. 

He. 

^h year the apple orchards break to foam 
Of son-tipped blossom, every leaf is new 
On every tree, and all the sky is blue. 
Slovly the fresh green turns to deep rich shade, 
Slowly gnarled boughs with fruit are overweighed. 
Swell the fair clusters on the swinging vine. 
The year grows old in beauty. Maiden mine, 
No charms in dusty Paris will you see 
One half so sweet as your simplicity. 
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She. 

My poor simplicity ! My silliness 1 

I pray you do not mock me, sir ; distress 

Makes my voice fail ; indeed I don't know why, • | 

But I am very silly : if I cry 

You'll laugh again, and I shall cry the more. 

I pray you do not mock me. 

He. 

Not for store 

Of moments dear as this, of sweet replies. 

Of April dawning in those lips and eyes ! 

I mock you not. I smile because 'tis sweet 

To see the fretted sunlight at our feet. 

I smile, because your eyes are large and round; 

I smile to think I sit on grassy mound 

And prattle with a girl ; while far away 

The huddled crowd of Paris wear the day 

Uneasy — flitting on from sport to sport. 

Stabbing with jest, and wringing quick retort, 

Playing and playing, lest they see pass by 

Young Pleasure's drear-eyed mate. Satiety. 

Fever of life, absinthe, cigarette ! 

endless theatre where, in order set, 

A dull-eyed people all the long night through 

Sit without hope of seeing something new ! 

dullness smartly uttered ! paradox ; 

hired applause, bought flowers from the box ! 

acres of stretched canvas, where with skill 

The painter shows new forms of every ill — 
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3 bloodshed^ new-distorted dress, 

limagined, nndraped ugliness I 

sore without laughter, strange disease 

A amusments that can neyer please I 

rm and stress of gold, and fuss, and feather I 

llow Paris, you and I together 

3 run the weary round of mirth ! But now 1 

f the quick air comes wooing ; on the bough 

qnirrel stops to listen ; one small bird 

fcalkatiye, and naught besides is heard, 

.ve murmur of wise bees amid the bloom ; 

Me far away the dim, musk-scented room 

& shut from sunlight, and the ear is full 

Of clatter, and the restless eye grows dulL 

pretty girl ! of laughter all compact, 
Of little fancy, and of simple fact, 
Ifaid o' the milking, queen of holiday, 
% brier-rose from the close hedge astray, 
% heart can beat again, my eyes can see ; 

1 sought Arcadia, and she came to me. 
Sere will we rest. 

She. 
But, sir, is Paris near ? 

He. 

Take me, take Paris ; I have Paris here, 
Here in my shriveled heart, my weary face, 
Here in my tailor's artificial grace, 
In scorn of joys which can no more ^elsLj me, 



134 LITTLE GOMEDIE& 

In arrogance which bids you thus obey me. 
I am all Paris^ spoiled child of the sun. 
And I am at your f eet, my little one. 

She. 
Oh^ sir^ I dare not — sir, I can not speak I 



He. 

Then kiss for answer, for all words are w^^ 
Up, little heart ! an altar quick prepare 
Of well-trimmed turf entwined with flowers 
The buds are tame in Paris : here will I 
Dwell with my loye half way to Arcady : 
Free from fierce joys and more abiding pain. 
Clear to Lord Hymen raise the simple marrt^^ 
strain. 

Song. 

Now together let us sing. 
Hymen, Hymen ! Hours take wing. 
Hours quick-winged with our delight 
Gone like smoke that's blue and bright 
In the happy morning air. 
Quick, then, with flowers fair ! 
Flowers to the altar bring — 
Simple, sweet our oflEering — 
And both together smg 
Hymen, be propitious. Hymen I 
Hymen, Hymenaee 1 



^ 
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{^e sings.) 

Where the altar turf is set, 
Smoke of perfumed cigarette 
Melta to air, and fiame springs higli 
From the liquor tierce that I 
Pour from this my silver flask. 

{T'ttey both sing.) 

Thus we end our easy task. 
And the happy rit« ia done. 
Now westward elopes the Bun 
All the sky, as he goes down. 
Takes the glow of eaflron gown, 

As far from noisy town 
We raise our eong of Hymen, Hymen, 
Hymen, Hymenffie ! 

'•-a-UB sang the two together sweet and low, 
^^d days went by in order sweet and slow ; 
■^'*id sweet and low birds chattered 'mid the 

bloom ; 
:^iid Bweet and slow was life to bride and groom — 
^-^ ! life was sweet to her and slow to him. 
~-lie whimsical had gratified his whim. 
■'*torn brings the cows, at eve they homeward go, 
■*^ut no mom brings the far-off Figaro ; 
^nd yet 'tia good to sit with lazy feet 
*^topped in the stream, and think of dusty street ; 
To milk the evening cow, nor care for haste, 
■^calling absinthe and lees lacteal taste. - 



136 LITTLE COMEDIES. 

gay the chatter of Arcadian lass I 

gay the boulevard all aglare with gas 1 

gay, gay ! — Once at that calm abode. 

Was dropped a last years' paper in the road ; 

And one wild day a stray Arcadian swain 

Grinned through the leaves, and went away again. 






MABEL'S HOLY DAY. 



CHARACTERS 



Mabel. 

Aethue. 

Balph. 



MABEL'S HOLT DAT. 



In a Garden. 
Arthur. 



Be came^ saw, and was conquered. Lady mine, 
^ovi can not choose but conquer ; in mere sport 
^on triumph, and your prize a human heart. 
Wlxere others strive, you take your ease and win — 
^in, for you must ; and so our friend was won — 
^amed to the rose-chain which I've worn so long, 
Vas never victory more swift and sure 1 

Mabel. 
Never. 

Arthur. 

A week, day, hour — ^nay, not so much ; 
He came, he saw, was conquered. Victory 1 
Glory to you and me 1 

Mabel. 

Take all the glory. 
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Aethue. 

No — though 'twas I that dragged him fr(^^ 

his books^ 

'Twas you that tamed him. Bent o'er dus^-J 

books 
There was my friend, my Ralph, my dear swoi 

brother, 

After some hundred years or so turned — ^poet, 

Spoiling his eyes — the boy has pleasant eyes — 

Gnawing a weighty tome, grub, scholar, mole. 

Philosopher of dusk and dust — and poet. 

I found him, and I dragged him forth to light. 

Mabel. 
To gaslight. 

Aethue. 

Yes, to gaslight — ^best of lights. 
There he sat blinking — 'twas the rarest sport — 
The innocent had never seen a play. 
Never ! He knew his Shakespeare, loved the 

book; 
But not the boards ; they said the modem 

stage 
Was all unworthy ; so he only came 
Because I prayed him, and we had been friends. 

Mabel. 
You had been friends ? 
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Abthub. 

Friends ? Yes, the closest friends. 
Oh^ but to see the change ! There he sat dazed, 
Piizzled, disdainfxQ ; and the play began. 
What's this ? The dazed eyes open, round and 

bright. 
What's this ? Black-letter ? parchment ? manu- 
script ? 
A student's prize ? Newest old-fashioned verse, 
Or old verse new the fashion ? Yes, by Love, 
By the great little master 1 Such a scroll 
^ not all libraries on earth can match, 
^^^chment of living words, live manuscript, 
M^Ofit old, most new, the very fount of song, 
■^e world writ small in poetry — a woman. 
H^^ did not know the kind. 

Mabel. 

And does he know it ? 

Abthub. 
He learns his lesson daily at your feet. 

Mabel. 
What shall you do ? Where do you go to-day ? 

Abthub. 
I am to go ? I weary you ? 
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Mabel. 

Not mncL 

Arthur. 

I can not comprehend yon ? 

Mabel. 

I hope not. 

Arthur. 
I can but leaye yon. 

Mabel. 
Yon are very kind. 

Arthur. 

Sphinx thongh you be, yon make yonr meac^ 
ing clear. 
Adieu, most potent lady : Queen, farewell ; 
Give my respects to Master Salph ; farewelL 
Most arbitrary lady, queen of hearts. 
Queen of the stage — 

Mabel. 

Don't speak about the stage : 
I would forget — ^this is my holiday — 
Let me forget the actress — so good-by I 

Arthur. 
Good-by. The gate grates on the gravel walk ; 
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les^ I go — all pass ; he goes^ I coine ; 
two buckets at one well. Good-by. 
educate my friend. 

Mabel. 
Your friend ! And mine ? 

Arthur goes away. Presently Balph 
comes through the shrubbery ; as Ma- 
bel gives him her hand, he begins to 
speak quickly.) 

Balph. 

what a day I Are you at last content ? 
y, did you ever see such a day ? 

Mabel. 
kTe seen many days. 

Ralph. 

But none like this. 
11 the land to-day is fairyland, 
by the upland common all ablaze 
;orse from end to end, and met the breeze 
the face, and the gray morning clouds 
northward, rent, and the great sun shofie 
rough : 
i,t was nothing. Where the road dips down 
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steep from rough common to the wide grafifl^ 

lands, * 

I found a world of blossom ; by my side 
The May-trees stood so thick with bloom, rO-^ 

thought 
No space was there for song o' the thrush, th^ 

shook 
The heart o' the bush with rhapsodies of love : 
But that was nothing ; for each blade of grass 
Had its rain-jewel ; short-liyed buttercups — 
Wealth of the meadow, fairy merchants' gold- 
Thronged to my feet ; then field and hedgerow-^ 

elms 
All newly green, and golden youth of oaks, 
And great horse-chestnut with imperial plumes ; 
Far trees, and farther in the farther fields. 
Till I saw dimly the fair silver coils. 
Where the full Thames lay dreaming. All the^^ 

land 
Was one broad flood of blossom ; all the air 
Was scent of blossom. Down the road I came, 
Like a winged creature who but walks for whim. 
Half stifled by the songs I could not sing : 
But that was less than nothing ; for I came 
Under your garden wall, the old red wall. 
Bough -stained and beautiful ; and there I stood. 
Delaying my delight, and looking up, 
I looked close in and through laburnum bloom. 
And through the bloom light slanted to niy eyes. 
Sunshine and blossom dazzling, golden shower. 
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Quivering, with beauty breathless : but that's 

nothing, 
For when I pushed your gate, my dusty feet 
Were ankle-deep in daisies ; nothing still, 
for round the o'erflowing lilac bush I stole 
^I'eathless, and here are you. 

Mabel. 

Yes, here am I ; — 
Aad is that something ? 

Balph. 

Crown o* the day to me, 
Mixsic that makes all music's meaning clear, 
The master-touch interpreting all lights, 
Color of colors, heart o' the living rose — 

Mabel. 
ISnough ! enough ! Would you, too, flatter ? 

Ralph. 

No. 

^ P^y you pardon me. I am mad to-day : 
Drunken with spring : this morning on the road 
I could not sing, for all the world was poem. 
The world was poet, I was dumb ; but now. 
Beholding you, I speak I know not what. 
The pent stream flows, and I am rhapsodist. 
I pray you pardon me. 
10 
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Mabel. 

You need no pard 
I think your liking for these things is real. 
You retdly like the country. 



To-day I love it. 



Ealph. 

Seally lik( 

Mabel. 

Arthur loves the tow 



Ralph. 
Arthur ? Where is he ? Will he come to-c 

Mabel. 

Yes, he is here ; he's somewhere in the hou 
Helping my maid perhaps to plan a gown 
For the next part I play — 

Ralph. 

Don't talk of pi 
Is not this better than the playhouse ? 

Mabel. 

Yes: 

Oh, so much better 1 This is holiday. 

My holiday amid the birds and bloom. 

My holiday with flowers. 
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Balph. 

You love flowers. 

Mabel. 
em. 

Ealph. 
What? 

Mabel. 

I hate them. So would you 
-^ere hurled at you, each on its wire, 
inth a thud on the boards, stirring the 
ist, 

nd scentless, dull, inevitable 
3 or fans — a bouquet ! 

Ralph. 

Bloom is bloom. 
)t choose some flowers for my lady ? 

Mabel. 

et them live ; I am so modest, I, 
y shall suffice me ; thanks, my poet. 

Kalph. 

poet ! If I dared — that was my dream 
it when I first saw you ; on that night 
full of poetry, or verse 
ould be poetry, so full of song, 
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That, as I walked home through the London 

crowd — 
Crowd that was but a murmur in my ears, 
A shadow world — ^I heard no single word 
Of Arthur^s talk, who will be critical. 
The moon shone fair above base yellow lights, 
And my lips babbled song ; the moon shone isS^ 
And touched my lips with madness, till I thoug' -^ 
That I was poet, fit to be your poet : 
I broke from Arthur, and ran home ; my brains- 
Was burning ; " It is the god,*' I cried, 
*' The god inspires me " : so I seized my pen 
And wrote : — and by the morning light I read 
Page after page of broken, scribbled verse, 
Poor verse — Yes, you may laugh. 



Show me this verse. 



Mabel. 

I do not laug^^ 



Ealph. 
Then you love poetry ? 

Mabel. 

I hate it. Verses have been flung at me 

To fall with a thud like flowers : poetry 

Is but cheap flowers, jewelry that's cheap. 

Cheap as my life. 

Ealph. 

Why will you talk like that ? 
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Mabel. 

IS I feel. I am not good, you know ; 
-and somewhat weary of my life ; 
can be honest — ^bad, but true — 
^our verse, 

Ralph. 

My lady, speak no more 
)[ words against yourself. You know 
ieye them — eyen if I would, 

Mabel. 
ould believe them, then ? 

Ealph. 

I wished to once ; 
gago. 

Mabel. 
We have been friends one week. 

Ealph. 

fool, a prejudiced, poor fool, 
w nothing. 

Mabel. 
A week ago ! Poor boy ! 
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Ralph. 

Tam a boy no longer. As a boy 
I lived with boys, and loved my friends, 

dreams. 
And did not hate my books ; I worked and plaj 
Glad both of work and play. Then I saw you 
Now I see naught but you. 

Mabel. 

Naught but each clo 
Each summer cloud, each tree, each blade of gn 

Ealph. 

I saw all these because I came to you. 
Because I came to you, all beautiful ; 
They had but mocked me else. 

Mabel. 

As they mock 
Would I could see their beauty ! for this land^ 
Your dainty land of spring, is laid in flats ; 
The carpenters are barely out of sight ; 
Smell o' the lamp, glare o' the gas ; and soon. 
Not without jolt and creak, the play's next sc< 
Will be presented. I foresee the scene. 

Ralph. 
What is that scene ? 
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Mabel. 

A dainty scene enough ; 
A room, a bijou, boudoir, lady's bower ; 
A wall of satin, saye where Cupids leer 
From panels ; two long windows draped in lace 
Through which the rose-colored, pale sunlight 

faints 
To die on flowered carpet ; all things there 
WTiich women loye, for which — Let's hear your 

verse. 

Ralph. 

There are tears in your eyes. 

Mabel. 

No, no. My eyes are dazed 
^y too much lime-light. Let me hear your verse. 

Ralph. 

There are tears in your eyes : why do you cry ? 
Poor child ! 

Mabel. 

Child 1 I am laughing now : are you content ? 
*iild ! I suppose that I was once a child, 
?^owing no harm i' the world, a little child. 
^Ust have been — ^but it was long ago. 

Ralph. 
Tell me about yourself. 



\ 
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With pleasure, sir ; 
The subject interests me : I was bom 
Some five-and-twenty years ago, and more. 
I think that I was bom before the Flood : 
I lived in a farm : — ^Now mark the pretty scene 1 
To Eight a cottage porch o'ergrown with roses ; 
Right Center pump or pigeon-house on pole. 
Then practicable gate o' the old pasture. 
And Left a bit of barn-door. On this scene 
Enter a young girl singing ; that was I. 
"Dost like the picture ?'* as they ask i' the play. 
But come, recite I Tou did not tear them all, 
Not all your pretty verses ? 

Ralph. 

All, I think : 
There's something I remember — ^but I will not. 
You are so strange to-day. 

Mabel. 

You like me not : 
You like me not to-day ; and that is well ; 
You must not like me. 



It is too late. 



Ralph. 

Stop ; donH tell me that ; 



k 
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Mabel. 
Poor boy ! 

Balph. 

Not poor, but rich ; 
}h a kingdom that I would not yield 
1 emperor. 

Mabel. 

And that's not much. 
Ik like a young lover on the stage ! 
ny garden, this my holiday ; 
e stage lover from me : be my Siebel ; 
some flowers. 

Balph. 

Let the flowers live ; 
lie whole world nosegay for my lady ? 

Mabel. 
ent vapors. 

Balph. 

No. 

Mabel. 

Disperse them, then, 
et me have my hour ; come, if you love 
ae; 



\ 



154 LITTLE COMEDIES. 

Sit by my feet and speak your verse to me ; 
Here at my feet ! That's right ; and now the 
verses ! 

Balph. 

They are so weak. 

Mabel. 

The better! Who ami, 
That I should make men poets ? Quires of verse 
Have been discharged at me ; they were all weak. 

Begin! 

Ralph. 

I can not. 

Mabel. 

If you love me, Balph. 

Balph. 
I must. I can remember but few lines. 

Night's flower, child of night and perfumed air — 
Star o' the night, lone star as pure as pale — 
Night's bird whose mere discourse is music rare — 
Bird, star and flower, lovelorn nightingale — 
Lightning of wrath, passion fierce and frail ! — 
Heart o' the rose, heart of love's own heart ! — 
Air, fire, life, death — and woman too thou art. 

I have obeyed you, lady. 
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Mabel. 

Thanks^ my poet, 
^d when I played, you saw all this in me ? 

Balph. 
^oa were so much to me. 

Mabel. 

And it was real P 
^•e this play real to you ? Did you believe ? 

Balph. 

The woman that you played was real to me^ 
^nr shadow of a shade, since you are real, 
^ce I am by your feet, and this is you. 

Mabel. 

Shadow of a shade, ay, shadow of a shade is 
play 
^oid woman too. 

Balph. 

Then naught be real to me 
^ut this dear shade. 

Mabel. 
No ; have no faith in me. 
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Balph. 
I haye no choice. 

Mabel. 
Poor boy 1 

Balph. 

Nay, not so poor ! 
Now, when I felt your hand light on my hair, 
A blessing fell on me : Oh, to sit here 
For ever, that this moment might be time. 
Dream with no waking after ! dreamful sleep. 
Or death of all thought saye that you are near. 

Mabel. 

Yes, dream ; you are safe in dreams — ^but never 
wake. 

Ealph. 

Dream, and I dream this day will ne^er be 
done. 

Mabel. 

The butterfly outlives it, but not love. 

Balph. 

One night falls dark, dark night on love and 
life. 
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Mabel. 

, this is poetry, folly, player^s rant ; 
ream and wake to-morrow. A week ago 
were strangers ; let some few days pass 
e are strangers. 

Balph. 

But a week ago 
lot lived. 

Mabel. 

Stage f ever is not life ; 
fever's quick. 

Balph. 
Yes, quick to cure or kill. 

Mabel. 
a must not talk like that. 

Ralph. 

What need to talk ! 
3 air talk in the lilac ; you and I, 
nt breathing spring-time — ^you and I. 

Mabel. 
i are you happy ? 
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Balph. 

I am rich with joy. 
And yet not wholly happy. 

Mabel. 

Lover^s mood F 

lover's luxury of sighs long-drawn I 

Immortal — dead at sundown ! Is 't not sweet 

To taste the day's delight, and sorrow too. 

Sorrow in the thought that you and I must part ? 

Ealph. 
Why must we part ? 

Mabel. 

Why ! Wake and see the world. 
The world on which I make my player's round, 
A star — ^how runs it ? — star that's pale and pure. 
Star o' the troupe, a comet with faint tail. 
With somewhat musty followers — not with you. 
Child, would you journey round this dusty world 
Tied to my apron-string ? 

Ealph. 

Yes, that would I. 

Mabel. 

No, be a man and burst these idle bonds. 
These apron-strings. 
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Ralph. 

Who tied me here but you ? 
Yo\x bound me, and I will not loose the bonds. 
Yon bid me be a man ; be woman you, 
To pity me : "I would I were thy bird.*' 

Mabel. 
Don't quote from plays. 

Ealph. 

'Tis real enough to me. 

Mabel. 

I've seen so many love-sick Montagues ; 
I've stepped from windows with no house behind. 
Leaned from sham balconies to lisp sham love — 
The powder's thick on the child Juliet's cheek ; 
She's dead i' the first scene, dead, stark, analyzed, 
Dissected — ^Now I shock you ! You see now 
How dull to feel I am, how cold, how bad, 
How tired of life I A live, warm-blooded man 
Had better crash his heart against a stone 
Than look for love in me. Be warned in time. 
All is cold here at my heart, all is cold here. 
See me, not Juliet in me : push her back. 
This Juliet of your fancy, to the tomb ; 
To the tomb with her, if you love me, Ralph. 

Ralph. 
If I love ! 
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Mabel. 

Child, poor child, you must not Iot^ 
You shall not love me. 

Ealph. 

I am not a child — 
I love you, Mabel. 

Mabel. 

Hush ! you shall not love me 
You will not : do you mark me ? Arthur ! here 1 
Where is my loving playmate ? Ho, boy, ho ! 
Come to me, Arthur. 

Arthur {coming to them). 

I salute you both. 
Good morning, Balph, a happy day to you I 
Is it not happy, man ? 

Mabel. 

Oh, much too happy ! 
I triumph, Arthur ! 

Arthur. 

May I kiss your hand ? 

Mabel. 
My lips if you will ; I am right royal to-day. 
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Arthur {to her). 
What are you saying ? You will spoil it all. 

Mabel. 

Xook how the boy stares, boy who dares not 
think 
Of soman's lip, who dares not lift his eye 
"Ixen trembling sore he takes her finger-tips — 
^^y ! child ! a woman's wine is made of grapes ; 
Viirtue ! a fig's end ! — oh, how runs the stuff ? — 
^So knew us. 

Arthur. 

Good ! Brava ! brava ! 
^^€ifl ever such an actress ! Salph, applaud ! 
1 H swear he half believes her. What an actress ! 

Ealph {to her). 
And is this acting ? 

Mabel. 

No, I tell you, no. 
(Be silent, Arthur, do not cross my whim.) 
I have been acting, acting for a week, 
A long, dull week, seven days of sentiment — 
Heaven bless us all ! — of sentiment and song, 
" Sighing like furnace," of young grass and lambs, 
Young grass, young lambs, young love, love of a 
boy. 

11 
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now good-by ingenuous charm of youth, 
»d-by to love, good-by to loye and lamb, 
d back to town ! I am free, I am true, myself, 
m myself again. Good-by, dear boy ; 
e meet in town ? No. Then good-by again. 

Ealph. 
Good-by. 

(Ralph goes away. Mabel mil not look at 
him. When he is out of sight, and 
Mabel still stands and looks the other 
way, Arthur comes to her doubtfully,) 

Abthub. 
What means this, Mabel ? Won't you speak ? 

Mabel. 
Go. 

Abthub. 

What have / done ? I've done nothing 
wrong. 

Mabel. 

Nothing but torture me ! Go I 

Abthub. 

Very well ! 
I never yet have crossed a lady's whim. 

{Arthur goes away.) 
Mabel. 
I am alone ; this is my holiday. 



HEATHER. 



CHARACTERS 



Julius. 
Elfbida. 



HEATHER. 



Julius. 



Hi, good dog ! Here ! Come out of the sun, 

four-legged idiot ! Many years in my com- 

ty, and still so little wisdom. Eh ? What ? 

I>og8 and Englishmen walk in the sun." Very 

^'^^^e, but I am an Englishman who likes shade ; 

^^ti are my dog, and should like what I like. Sit 

^<5re under my left arm. That is better. You 

^^ much to be pitied in that you can not lean 

your back against the smooth trunk of a pine, and 

stretch out your legs before you. I too can lie on 

^y stomach, if it please me, but you can not, for 

^ your aspirations, lean your back against a tree 

in comfort. N"or, though you cock your ear like 

^ critic, do you care a jot for that faint sighing 

overhead, which even on this stillest of summer 

^ays is sweet to hear. Nor do those bright in- 

^Uigent eyes perceive the beauty of heather. See 

^ow my right arm, half sunken, lies along this 
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tuft, which is springy as the very finest smoking- 
room sofa, and beautiful — ^yes, by the immortali- 
ty of humbug ! more beautiful than the last crea- 
tion of the last aesthetic upholsterer ! But heather 
is healthy, irrepressible, and yulgar ; it rebounds, 
it asserts itself ; it is vulgar, vivid, and healthy 
as those reapers out beyond the wood, where the 
sun smites the wide field golden. Heather is vul- 
gar, and probably its color is voyant to the well- 
ordered eye. In truth, this England has become 
a strange place, Aurelian, while you and I have 
been knocking about the world. Here lie you in 
the shade of the old pine-wood, and wag your tail 
— a smiling mongrel and an incurable Philistine. 
Here lie I happy in the heather, and wag my jaw 
— a Philistine — ^but perchance to be cured and be- 
come oblivious of Ascalon. And the strange 
thing is that you and I were wont to value our- 
selves on our taste. In this very spot have we 
reposed side by side, as now, and been well pleased 
with ourselves. Were I as once I was, I should 
hug myself with joy of that broad corn-land, all 
Danae to the sun, of the blue through the dark 
fir-tops ; I should turn an idle eye to the hard 
whiteness of the road away on the right, where 
you delayed in the glare and ran the risk of mad- 
ness, and then bless myself that I could feel the 
entire charm of a bed of heather spread in the 
shade for me. But now I am beset by doubts. 
What if heather be vulgar? It pushes, it re- 
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bounds, it asserts itself ; it is decked with purple 

bolk. It is not a sun-flower; it does not even 

"wrish to be a sun-flower ; it is not wasted by one 

P^Lssionate, sweet desire to become a sun-flower ; it 

s^j^ms to be content with itself — content as a 

^ifc-riving grocer. Has Elfrida become a sun- 

3^<:iwer ? She used to be great fun. She was once 

^ Xittle girl, but now a young lady. She would not 

with the heather. Under the dark pine- 

5es her gown of olive hue would be but a bit of 

16 shadow, and she unseen but for the sunshine 

her hair. sunny hair ! wheat, out in the 

*xappy field, where the reaper is singing, or ought 

"to be ! Oh ! — ^but rhapsody is out of date. Elfrida 

lias changed, my dog, since the days when she 

^as Elf, and rode the old horse bare-back, and 

played cricket with the boys, princess and witch 

of the schoolroom, elf of this wood, and utter 

fairy ! She is a beauty now, and her gowns are 

as the dead leaves of the forest for number and 

color, and her head is a little bowed on one side 

as the head of the lily, and her face is a comely 

mystery. These are brave words, Aurelian ! I 

improve apace. Yet there is none like her. 

What does she think of me ? Were I a lover, 

thus idle in the sweet shade, I would solve the 

question by some pretty test, as thus : She loves 

me — she loves me not ; she loves — no ; she — but 

I perceive that you do not like me to pluck hairs 

from your tail ; and yet I have called you friend 
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these many years. Let the question remain un- 
answered. Or let us be wise, and know she loves 
us not. 

'* Sing little bird in the tree, 
But not becanse my love loves me, 
For she does no snch thing; 
Therefore, for your good pleasure only sing.*' 

Thank you. And now for luncheon. Now is the 
hour when, in eating-houses all the world over, 
there is clink of knives and small change, clatter 
of plates^ a^d hum of talking and eating. Here 
there is no bustling waiter nor scent of roast joint, 
but only a crust of bread, an apple, and pure air. 
Were this my last crust you should share it. It 
is well, however, that you have no taste for apples. 
He would have tempted you with tea and a chop. 
Steady ! Don't bolt your bread, and I will find 
a biscuit in my pocket. Be dignified, as becomes 
a traveler, and one who has had losses. Have I 
had my losses ? Have I lost something rare ? I 
can not say. But if I had not so longed to see the 
world, I might have gained something, when an 
Elf was tenant of this old wood. What? Enough? 
Why these extravagant demonstrations, this wag- 
ging of the tail, and, indeed, of the entire body ? 
What do you see ? Who is it ? Elfrida ! I did 
not think you would come out to-day. 

Elfrida. 
Is it not beautiful ? 
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Julius. 
Yes— 

*^ The Talleys stand so thick with corn that they do laugh 
and sing." 

Elfrida. 

" Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean — 
Tears from the depth of some divine despair, 
Bise in the heart and gather to the eyes. 
In looking on the happy automn fields." 

Julius. 

It is scarce autumn yet. Let it be summer 
^^ill ; and let us laugh with the valleys. Consider 
*hat broad beauty in the sun. 

Elfrida. 
Is it not exquisite^ pathetic ? 

Julius. 
Is it? You like it? 

Elfrida. 
Oh, yes 1 

Julius. 
If s not too bright, too garish ? 

Elfrida. 

Perhaps it is. I did not think that you would 
*^1 that. 
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Julius. 

Oh, not too bright for me ! I like to sit ::^ 
shadow and stare into the sun. But for you ? 
thought that you would resent the shining of th^ 
blue, the gleaming of the yellow corn, the cheeC^ 
fulness of all things. 

Elfrida. 
Are you laughing at me ? I never know. 

Julius. 

I laugh because you are here. It brings bacF^ 
other days. Oh, don't sigh ! They were jolly, bu^^ 
none so jolly as this. Jolly ! Let me say jocund 

Elfrida. 

I think it is all too bright. It hurts the eye 
a little. 

Julius. 
Are they weak, those eyes ? 

Elfrida. 
I think not. 

Julius. 
I think not. 

Elfrida. 
But I like soft colors best ; don't you ? 
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JCLICS. 

Tender gray skies, tondor green grass, and 



torn 



Oh, yes ! That is good. That is like LatiaYe. 
It is only by studying the French painters that 
One can learn to love our gray-gi'oen English land- 
scapes, to comprehend their infinite tenderness. 

JuLtus. 
It is hard, even for a French painter, to com- 
prehend the infinite. 

Elprida. 

Ifl it BO hard ? I wish you could see his pic- 
tures. I know BO little, and I can't explain my- 
self ; but he is so clever, and it is all so true — 1 
8h.ould like you to know him, Julius. 

JULIDS. 

Let it be so. I don't hate a Frenchman. Wliat 
does he paint P 

Elfkida. 

Oh, wonderful still things, all rest and brood- 
''ig calm ; a level, gray-green soa ; long, level, level 
sauda all gray with wan sea water ; and lur-oll 
■^^wping mist and low gray sky. 
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sober prose, sweet coz, I will to school 
md learn to love gray weather — a taste 
) be desired in this old land of ours. Only 
day be holiday. Let us be happy to-day 
' as sunburned reapers in the field. I give 
to vulgar joy, for I am at home again, and 
r is fair. Joy is vulgar, is it not ? 

Elfbida. 
no ! Joy is good. 

Julius. 
i, and sweet, and sad, and so evil. 

Elfeida. 

are mocking me again, I think. But 
i is true that joy and sorrow are very near 
*, are one in some sort ; are for us so 
and intermingled that we can no more 
from another than the tuberose from its 

JTULIUS. 

and sad is sweet, and 

gladness, which is 

must be sweetly, 

80 to-morrow. 

•morrow to 

)w. But 
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to-day 1 To-day I am so deeply, unutters 
of the goodly eaxth, where angels might g 
the com. Think of me as one who will 
ter, as one who has kept bad company f o 
do you wag your tail at me, sir ? I said I 
pany, Aurelian ; nay, pat him not, Elfrid 
is a Philistine, and must be chastened, 
happy with a bone, sorry with a beatir 
morrow will I give him a bone and a be 
the same time, thus complicate his emotic 
begin his education. He, too, shall lej 
subtly pleasure and pain are interwoven, 
you fantastic pup! Elfrida, this grove 
cates me. It ia not long since an Elf 
here, leaping in the heather, laughing to 
darting through the shadows like a trus 
beam fresh from heaven. 

Elfrida. 
Do you remember those old days ? 

Julius. 

That is better. There is the old color 
cheeks. Do you ever run now ? 

Elfrida. 

« 

Sometimes, but not now. M. Lacave 
ing me, and he likes me to be pale. 
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Julius. 
Would he were pale, very pale ! You are too 
rare to fade, too — 

Elfrida. 
Julius, what is the matter with the dog ? 

Julius. 

He has found a mare's nest. I know that air 
ol preternatural sagacity. Lead on, Aurelian ! 
"we follow thee. Hush ! Look here ! Scarce ten 

yards from where we sat ! Is not this a day of 

enchantment ? 

Elfrida. 
Hush 1 Poor child, how sound he sleeps. 

Julius. 

A httle tramp of Italy, and a jolly little fel- 
low. 

Elfrida. 

He has crept in here from off the hard road of 
Hie. Don't wake him, Julius. 

Julius. 

Not I. Do you think I would mar such slum- 
W ? Look how evenly the breath stirs the torn 
shirt on his breast ; and how easily he lies, his 
biees a little bent, as if he would curl himself 



ipelnB; for now I bethink me, £lfrid%] 
) Tery god of love. 

Elfbida. 
ittle child of the South. 

Julius, 

[randchild of tin? Southern soa — lovely 
sious grandam, with malice In her smilea. 
n not or tromhle. Elves of the wood 
ave confessed his power. See lioiv the J 
blee. Away 1 
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Elfkida. 
nothing for him, Julius ? 



Julius. 
But stay. There ia a book of an- 
' — 'ilio chance to find 1 
' iiiy or few, one or J 
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Elfrida. 

Who can say ? Ah, yes 1 I will believe that 
they are coming. 

Julius. 

That is wise, Elfrida. That is brayely said. 
Look how the sunlight comes like a conqueror, 
slanting through the dark firs I It touches the 
poor child's cheek, and you stoop to kiss the place. 
That is well done. Did you see how he smiled 
and moyed in sleep ? He will wake soon with 
the evening light about him, to find wealth in his 
little brown hand, and in his heart the dream of 
a young queen's kiss. 

Elfrida. 
Come. It is time to go home. 

Julius. 

And after our many journeys by land and sea, 
is there still a home for us ? Arise, Aurelian ! 
come, good pup, and follow our gracious lady 
home. 

THE END. 
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ond to animal mind in disease. We may safely say that his woric is, 
in Bome reBpects, the most Important essay of the kind that has yet 
been undertaken. His observations have been supplemented by a 
thorough maBtery of the history and literature of the sulj^^t ^^'^ 
hence bis conclusions rest upon the broadest posBlble foundation of 
safe induction. There is a good analytical index to the book, as there 
ought to be to every work of the kind."— i^Teu; York Evening JPosL 

xxu. 

The Chemistry of Common Life. 

By the late Professor James F. W. Johnston. A new 
edition, revised and enlarged, and brought down to the 
Present Time, by Arthub Kbrbert Chvrch, M. A., Oxon., 
author of ** Food : its Sources, Constituents, and Uses.** 
Illustrated with Maps and numerous fingravings on Wood. 
In one vol., 12mo, 592 pages. Cloth. Price, $2.00. 

XZIII. 

The Pathology of Mind: 

Being the Third Edition of the Second Part of ** The Phys- 
iology and Pathology of Mind,'* recast, enlarged, and re- 
written. By Henrt Maudslet, M. D., author of *^ Body 
and Mind," "Physiology of the Mind," etc. One vol., 
12mo. Cloth. 680 pages. Price, $2.00. 

The new material includes chapters on " Dreaming," ^* Somnambn- 
lism and its Allied States," and large additions in the chapters on the 
** Causation and Prevention of Insanity." 

xxrr. 

The Crayfish. 

An Introduction to the Study of Zoology. By Professor T. 

H. Huxley, F. R.S. With 82 Illustrations. Forming 

Volume 28 of " The International Scientific Series." 1 2mo. 

Cloth. Price, $1.75. 

The object of Professor Huxley^B new book is to afibrd an oppor- 
tunity to students to commence the study of soOlogy by means of a 
careral verification of nearly all that is known concerning a single ani- 
mal, the common crayfish. The book is termed an ** Introduction to 
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Zoology/* ** For whoeyer will follow its pages, crayflBb in hand, and 
will try to yeriiy for himself the statements which it contains, will 
ftnd himself bronght foce to fiice with all the great zoological qaestions 
which excite so Inrely an interest at the present dav.** 

**The reader of uiis yaluahle monograph will lay it down with a 
feeling of wonder at the amount and vanety of matter which has been 

St out of so Beemingly slight and unpretending a subject**— /^o^ur- 
ySeview. 

XXV. 

Ceremonial Institutions. 

Being Part IV of " The Principles of Sociology." (The 

first portion of Volume IL) By Hesbebt Spsnceb. 1 2mo. 

Cloth. Price, |1.25. 

** In this installment of * The Principles of Sociology * Mr. Herbert 
Spencer gives us a monograph complete in itself, of moderate length, 
and on a subject which afrords considerable literary opportanides. 
The opportunities have been well used, and it needs no historical en- 
thusiasm for primitive humanity to And the book as entertaining^ as 
it Is Instructive. . . . The leading idea which Mr. Spencer develops 
and iUnstrates all through the book is that. In the early history of 
society and Institutions, form has gone before substance."— /Sa^un^ay 
JBttfisw, 

XXVI. 

Roseoe's Chemistry. 

Il Treatise on Chemistry. By H. E. Rosooe, F. R. S., and 
C. SoHORLEMMEB, F. R. S., pTofessors of Chemistry in Owens 
College, Manchester, Ei^land. With numerous Illastra- 
tions. Volume II, Part n. — ^Metals. Bvo. Cloth, $3.^0. 

** We commend this volume to our readers* attention, as worthily 
completing the first and Inorganic section of a chemical treatise which, 
within the limits, as to siae and scope, which have been imposed upon 
it, has no eqnal in judicious selection of material, in accuracy of de- 
tail, in soundness of view, and In orderly sequence of statement."— 
London Academy, 

XXVII. 

A Treatise on Oral Deformities 

As a Branch of Mechanical Surgery. By Norman W. 
KiNOSLET, M. D. S., D. D. S. With over 850 Illustrations. 
8vo. Cloth, $6.00 ; sheep, $6.00. 

XXVIII. 

Chemical Exercises in Qualitative 
Analysis, 

For ordinary Schools. By George W. Rains, M. D., Pro- 
fessor of Chemistry and Pharmacy in the Medical Depart- 
ment of the University of Georgia, etc. Cloth, flexible, 50 
cents. 
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XXIX. 

Great Lights in Sculpture caid 
Painting. 

A Manual for Young Students. By S. D. Doumm. One 
vol., 12mo. Cloth, $1.00. 



The Financial History of the United 
States, 

From 1774 to 1789, embracing the Period of the Ameri- 
can Revolution. By Albert S. Bolles, Lecturer on Politic 
cal Economy in the Boston Uniyersity. 8vo. Olotli, 
$2.50. 

" This work traces the causes and eonseqaenoes of the flxumclal 
legislation of the United States, during one of ttie most imjwrtuit pe- 
riods of our history. 

*" It fillti a place and meets a want which, so &r as my obaerration 
extends, is not supplied by any one publication.*^— Datid A. Wnu. 

XXXI. 

Progress and Poverty. 

An Inquiry into the Cause of Industrial DepressioiiB and of 
Increase of Want with Increase of Wealth : Hie Remedy. 
By Henry George. One yoL, 12mo, 512 pages. Cloth, 

$2.00. 

** In ' ProCTesB and Poverty * Mr. Henty George has made a eaieftil 
and systematic inqairy into the conditions of the production and Re- 
tribution of wealth, the relations of labor and capital, and has traeed 
ODt the action of what he considers the cause of the continued aeBodap 
tion of poverty with advancin&r wealth. However unpalatable its oon- 
clusions to certain large classes of the community, this book mu8t« 
from its clearness of statement, ingenuity of ar^ment, its large bn- 
man sympathy, and the broad and philosophic spirit with whmh the 
question is treated, claim the attention of all who realize the para- 
mount importance of the subject and the value of a thoughtftil contri- 
bution toward its elucidation. . . . I am not here concerned with critl- 
cisinii: Mr. George's work ; my purpose is served if I have succeeded 
in drawing attention to what seems to me one of the most important 
contributions yet made to economic literature. C. M. Lungbkh.^* 
—From the Popular Scienee Monthly. 

D. APPLETON & CO., Publishkrb, 1, 8, & 6 Bohd St., N. T. 
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